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The Prologue. 


CHorvs. 


Wo heu(bolds both alike in dignitie, 

is faire Verona where we lay our Scene 
From ancient grudge, breake to new mutinic. 
Where cinill bloud makes cinill hands vncleanc: 
From forth the fatall loynes of theſe two foes, 
LA paire of Starre-croft lowers take their life - 
Whoſe miſaduentur d pittious onerthrowes, 
Doth with their Death burie their Parems ftrife. 
T he fearefall paſſage of their Death-markt lone, 
And the comtrnuance of their Parents rage, 


Which but their childrens end, non ht could remone- 


Is now the two houres traficqueof our Stage. 
The whith if you with patient eares attend, 
What here ſbal miſſe, our teyle ſhall firine to mend. 
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THE MOST EXCE L- 


LENT AND LAMENTABLE 
Tragedic of Ro uo and 


Iviinr. 


* 


Enter Sumpſon ard Gregorie, with Swords and Buckſers, 
of the Hlenſe of Capulet. 


Amp. Gregorie, on my word weele not carie Coles. 
Greg. No, for then we ſhould be Collyers, 

Sap. I meane, and we be in choller, weele draw. 
Greg. I while you live, drawe your Necke out of 


— kly be ed 
Sawp. I fir ic ing moued. 
Gree, r menedee frihe, 
Samp. Adogge of the houſe of Aang moues me. 
Greg. To moue is to ſtirre, and to be valiant, is to ſtand, 
Therefore if thou art moued thou run ſt 2 way, 
Samp. A dog of that houſe ſhall moue me to ſtand. 
I will rake the wall of any Man or Maide of AM gen, 
Greg, That ſhewes thee 3 weake ſhave , for the weakeft goes 


to the wall. 
Sep. Tis true, tod therefore women being the wenker 


 veſſel> ate everthrult tothe wall : therefore I will puſh A. 


uf men from the wall, and chraft his Maides to the wall, 
Greg. The ell is betweene our maſters & vs their men, 
Tis all une 1 will ſhew my ſe he a ryravt when I b-ve 
four hi with the men, | will be crucll with the Mains, 1 will cur 
efFtheir Heads, | 
Greg. The heads of the 


- 
. 


As _ 


— 
T he moſt Lamentable Tragedie 


Samy. I che heads of the maides, ot their maiden heads, take 
it in what ſence thou wilt. ; | 

Gregs. They muſt take it in ſenſe, that ſeele it. 

Samp. Me they ſhall feele, while I am able to ſtand, and tis 
knowne l am a pretty peece of fleſh, 

Frege. Tis well thou art not fiſh, if thou hadſt, thou hadſt 

beene poore John : dtay thy toole here comes of the houſe of 
Alonnt ages, 


Enter two other ſermingmen, 
Sam. My naked weapon is out, quarrell, I will back thee 
Greg. How, tuine thy back and runne? 
Sawp. Feate me not. 
Gre, No marrie , I feare thee, 
Samp. Let vs take the Law of our fides , let them begin. 
Gre, Iw;ll frowne as Ipaſſe by, & let them take it as they lift, 
Samp. Nay as they dare, Iwill bite my thumb at them, which 
is a diſgrace co them) if they beate it. 
Abra, Doe you bite your thumb at vs fir? 
Sap. I doe bite my thumd fir. 
Abra. Doe you bite your thumb at vs fir? 
Samp. Is the Law of our fide if I ſay 1? | 
Gre. No. 
Samp. No fir, I doe not bite my thumb at you ſir, but I bite 
my thumb ſir. ö 
Gre. Doe you quarrell (1? | 
Abra, Quarrell fir, no ir. 
Samp, But if you doe fir, lamforyou, I ſerue 2s good a 
man as you, 
Abra. No better, 
Sawp.. Well fir, Enter Benwolre, 
Gre, Say bettet, here comes one of my Maiſters kinſmen. 4 
Samp. Yes better fir. 
Al.. Nou lie. 
Smp. Draw ifyou be men, Gregeris, temember thy ſwaſhing 
blowe, „ 7 br, | 
Ber, Part fooles, put vp your ſwords , you know not whas 
you doe * 


XUM 


of Romeo and Juliet. 


Enter Tibalt, 
Tibalt, VVhat art thou drawne among theſe hartlefſe hinds: 
turne thee Bennie, looke ypon thy death, 
Ben, I doe but keepe the peace, put vp thy ſword, 
or mannage it to part theſe men with me. 
Tib. V Vhat drawne and talke of peace? I hate the word, 
28 ] hate hell, all Afountagues and thee; 
Haue at thee coward, 
Ent er three or fowre Citizens with clubs or partyſong, 
OF.” Clubs, Billes and Partyſons, ſtrike , beste them downe, 
Downe with the Capulcts, downe with the Aonntag ney. 
Emer old Capulet in bis gowne ; and but le. 
Cap, VVhat noy ſe is this? give me my long ſword hoe, 
Wiſe, A crowch, a crowcli, why call you fora (word? 
Cap. My (word I ſay, old Monmagne is come, 
And floriſhes his blade in ſpight of me. f 
Enter old Mountague and bu Wife. 
Mun. Thou villaine Capalet, hold me not, let me goe. 
M. Wife. 2. Thou ſhalt not ſtir one ſoote to ſecke a foe, 
Enter Prince Eskales, with hi traine. 
Prixce. Rebellious ſubicAs enemies to peace, 
Prophaners of this neighbour- ſlaiued ſleele, 
Will they not heare? what ho, you men, you beaſt 
That quench the fire of your pernicious tage, 
With purple ſountaines iſſuing from your veines: 
On paine of torture , from thoſe bloudy bands, 
Throw your mitiempered weapons to the ground, 
And heare the ſentence of your moved Prince, 
Three ciuill brawies bred of an ayric word, 
By thee old Capalct and Mountagne, 
Have thrice difturbde the quiet of our ſtreets, 
And made Verona auncient Citizens, 
Caſt by their grave beſeeming ornaments, 
To vield old partizans, in hands as old, 
Cancred with peace , to party our cancred hate; 
It ever you diſſurbe our — 2gaine, 


Yourl.ues ſhall pay the forfeit ot che peace. 
| A3 For 
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For this time all the reft depart away: 

You Ct ſhall goe along with me, 

And Meteo come you this afrernoane, 

To know our tarther pleaſure in this caſe: 

To old Pree-towne, out common iudgement place: 
Once more on paine of death, all men depart. 


Eren. 
Monnt. Who ſet this auncient quarrell new abroach? 
Speake Nephew, were you by, when it began? 
Ben, Here were the ſeruants of your aduetſatie 
And yours cloſe fighting ere I did approach, 
I drew to part them, in the inſtant came 
The fiery Tiba, with his ſword prepard, 
Which as he breath d defiance to my ener, 
He _— about his head and cut the windes, 
Who nothing hurt withall, hiſt him in ſcorne: 
While we were enterehanging thruſt and blowes, 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 
Till the Prince came, who parted either part. 
wie. O where is Ke, ſaw you him to day? 
Right glad am I, be was not at this fray. ] 


Be. Madam. an houre before the worſhipt Sunne. 
Peerde forth the Golden window of the Eaſt, 
A troubled mind draue mee to walke abroad, : 
Where vndetueaih the grove of Syramour, | 
That Well ward rooteth from this City fide: 
$- early walking did [| fee your ſonne, 
Towards him I wade, bat hee was ware of mee, 
And ſt-le into the covert of the wood, 
— I] meaſuring his affe&ions by my owne, 
W hich then moſt ſought, where moſt might not be founds 
D Be ing one to many by my weary ſelſe, 
; Purſued my humour, not puriving his, 
And gladly ſhunned , whe gladly fled from me. 
Moms, Many « morning both he there berne ſcene, 
With teares augmenting the freſh $s deaw, 
Adding to cloudes , more clouds with bis deepe hyhes, 


But 


| md XUM 
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Remes and Juliet. 


But all ſo ſoone as the all cheering Sunne, 
Should in che fartheſt Eaſt begin to draw, 
The ſhadie curtaines from Aurora bed, 
Away from light ſteales home my heauy ſonne, 
And private in his Chamber pennes himſelfe, 
Shuts vp his windowes, locks faire day-light our, 
And makes himſelſe an artificiall night, 
Blacke and protendous muſt this humour prove, 
Voleſſe good Counſell may the cauſe remoue. 
Ben, My noble vncle doe you know the cauſe? 
Men. 1 neither know it, ner can learne of him. 
Ben, Have you imporrunde him by any meanes? 
Alea. Both by my ſelfe and many other friends, 
But hee his one affeRions Counſeller, 
Is to himſelfe( I will not ſay bow true) 
But to himſelſe ſo ſecret and ſo cloſe, 
So farre from ſounding and diſcovery, 
As is the bud bit with an enuioys worme, 
Ere hee can ſpread his ſweete leaues to the ayre, 
Oc dedicate his beauty to the ſame. 
Could we but learne from whence his ſorrowes grow, 
We would as willingly giue cure, as know, 
or Romeo. 
Ba. See where hee comes, ſo pleaſe you ſtep afide, 
le know his greeuance or bee much denide. 
Menu, I would thou wertſo happy by thy ſtay, 
To heare true ſhrift,come Madam lets away. 
Extras 


Jesse. Good morrow Couſin. 
Nane. Is the day ſo young? 
F-s. But new trooke nine. 
Romer, Ay me ſad houres ſeeme long : 
Was that my father that went hence ſo faſt ? 
Bev, It was t what ſadneſſe hens Roweerhouren? 
Rem.. Not having that, which g makes them ſhort. 
Ben. In love. 
Rawes, Our, 
Bev. Of loue. | How. 
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Row, Out of her fauour where I am ia loue. 
Jen. Alas that loue ſo gentle in his view. 
Should bee ſo — and rough in proofe. 

Roemes. Alas that loue, whoſe view is muffled ſtill, 
Sbould without eyes, ſee path-wajes to his wil: 
Where ſhall we dine? O me: what fray was here? 
Yet tell me not, for I haue heard it all: 

Heres much to doe with hate, but more with loue: 
Why then O brawling love, O louing hate, 
O any thing of nothing firſt created: 
O heauie lightneſſe, ſetious vanity, 
Miſhapen Chaos of welſeeming tormes, 
Feather of lead, bright ſmoke, cold hier, ficke health, 
Still waking ſleepe, that is not what it is. 
This loue feele I, that feele no loue in this, 
Doeſt thou not laugh? 
Ben, No Corze, | rather weepe. 
Row. Good heart at what? 
Ben, At thy good hearts. oppreſsion. 
Remeo, Why ſuch is loues tranſgreſsion, 
Griefes of my owne lic heauy in my breſt, 
Which thou wilt propagate to haue itprett, 
With more of thine, this love that thou haſt ſhowne, 
Doth ad more griefe, to too much of mine owne. 
Loue is a ſmoke made with the fume of ſighes, 
Being purg'd, a fire ſparkling in levers eyes, 
Being vext, a ſea noutiſht with loving teares, 
What is it ee? a madneſſe molt diſcreet, 
A chokirg gall, and a preſerving ſweet: 
Farewell my Coze. 
Ben, Soft, I will goe along, 
And if you leaue me ſo, you doe me wrong. 
Rem. Tut, Ihaucleft my ſelfe, ham not here, 
This is not Nee bees ſome other where, 
N. Tell me in ſadneſſe, who is that you loue? 
Row, VVhat ſhall I grone and tell thee? 
Ber. Grone, why no: but ſadly tell me who: 


H* 


Row, 


* 


| Being blacke, puts vs in minde they hide the taire: 


* 
of Romeo and Juliet. 


K. Bid a ſicke man in ſadneſſe make his will: 
A word ill vrgd to one that 18 ſo ill: 
In ſadneſſe Cour en, l doe loue a woman. 
Ben, I aymd ſo neate, x hen I ſuppos d you lou d. 
Rem, Aright good matke- man, and ſhee's faire I loue. 
Ben, A right faire marke, faire Cote is lorwelt hit. 
Remes Well, in that hit y-u miſſe, ſheel not be hit 
With Cupidrariow, ſhe hath Dane Mit: 
And io ſtrong proofe ol chaſtitie well armd, 
From loues weake childiſh Bow ſhe lives vocharmd. 
Shee will not ſtay the hege ot loving tearmes, 
Nor bide th inc untet ot affailing eyes. 
Nor ope her lap to Sainct ſt ducing gold, 
O ſhe is rich 1a beautie, onely poore, 
That when dyes, with beautie dyes her tore, 
Ben, Then ſhe hath ſworne, that ſhe will Hill live chaRt ? 
Rom. She hath,and in that ſparing makes huge weſt: 
For beautie ſteru'd with her ſeuetitie, 
Cuts beautie off trom all poſteritie. 
She is co faire, roo wiſe, wiſely too faire, 
To merit bliſſe, by making me deſpaite: 
She hath forſworne to loue, and in that vow, 
Doe I Hue dead that live to tell it now. 
Zev, Be tulde by me, forget to thinke of her. 
Rom. O teach me how l ſhould forget to thiſe. 
Re. By giving liberty vnto thine eyes, 
Examine other beauties. . 
Ko, Tis the way to call hers (exquiſite) in queſtion mote, 
Theſe happie Maskes that kifle taire Laches browes, 0 


\- 


He that is ſtrooken blind, cang ot forget 

The precious treaſure of his eye · ſight loſt, 
She me a Mitts that is pafhng faire, - 

What doth her beautie ſerue but as u note, 
Where I may reade who paſtthat paſſing faire: 
Farewell thou cauſt not teach me to forget, 


Ben, II that doctti elſe dys in deb. re. 
en, Ile pay that doctrine, or dye om 
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Enter Capulet, Conntic Paris, and the Clowng. 
Cops. And Monntague is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike, and tis not hard I thinke, 
For men ſo old as we to k the peace. 
Par. Of honourable reckoning ate you both, 
And pittie tis you liu d at ods ſo long: 
But now my Lord, what ſay you to my ſure? 
Caps. But ſaying ore what I haue ſaid before, 
My child is yet a ſtranget in the World, 
Shee hath not ſeene the change of foutteene yeares, 
Let two more Summers wither in their pride 
Ere we may thinke her - a to be a Bride. 
Pi. Younger then ſhe, are happie Mothers made, 
Caps. And too ſoone mard ate thoſe ſo early made: 
The earth hath ſwallowed all my hopes but ſhe, 
She is the hopefull Lady of my earth: 
But wooe her gentle Pi, get her heart, 
My will to her conſent, is but apart, 
And ſhe agree, within ber ſcope of choiſe, 
Lyes my conſent, and faire according voice: 
This night I hold, an old accuſtomd Feaf, 
Whereto I haue inuited many a gueſ}, 
Such as loue, and you among the ſtore, 
One more (moſt welcome) makes my number more : 
At my poore houſe, looke to behold this night, 
Earth creading ſtarres, that make darke heaven light, 
Such comfort as doe Juſtic yong men ſeele, 
When well appareld «prid on the hee le 
Of limping winter treads, euen ſuch delight 
Among freſh Fennell buds ſhall = this night 
Inherit at my houſe, heare all, all ſee : 8 
And like her moſt, whoſe merit moſſ ſhall be: 
Which on more view of many, mine being one, 
May ſtand in number, though in reckning node. 
Come goe with me, goe ſirrah crudge about, 
Through faite Verena, find thoſe perſons out, 
Whoſe names are written thete, and to them ſay, 


of Romeo and luliet. | : 


My houſe and welcome, on their pleaſure ſtay, 
Exit , 
Ser. Find them out whoſe names are written, Here it is writ» 
ten, that the Shoo-maker ſhould meddle with bis yard, and the 
Tayler with his Laft, the Fiſher with his Penfill,and the Painter 
with his Nets, But I am ſent to find thoſe perſons whoſe names 
are heee writ,and can never find what names the writing perſon 
hath here writ (1 muſt to; the Learned) in good time. 
Fuer Benuolio, and Romeo, 
Bev, Tut man one fire burnes out anothers burning, 
| One paine is leſned by anothers anguiſh : 
ET Turne giddie, and beholpe by backward turning : 
One deſperate griefe,cures with an others languiſh : 
Take thou ſome newinfeRion to the eye, 
And the tanke poyſon of the old will dye. 
Ram. Your Plantan leaſe is excellent ſot that. 
Be», For what I pray thee ? 
Raw. For your broken ſhin. 
Bev, Why Remes art thou mad ? 
ow, Not mad, but bound more then a mad man is: 
Shur vp in Priſon, kept withour my food, 
Whipt and tormented: and Godden good fellow, 
Ser. Godgigoden, I pray fr can you reade? 
Rem. I mine owne fortune in my miſerie. 
Ser, Perhaps you haue learned it without booke: 
But I pray can you reade any thing you ſee? 
; Ke. lif I know the Letters and the Language. 
Ser. Ve ſay honeſtly, reſt you merry. 


FF Rom. Stay * T I can teade. 
He reades the Letter. 


8 Martino, and hit wiſe and daughter: : ( oy Anſelme 

and bis beamteone ſifters ; the Lady widdow of Vtruuio, Seigneny 

\ Placentio,and his lowelyNeeces:Mercutio and bi: brother Valen- 
tine : wine Uncle Capulet his wife and dawybters : my faire Neece 
Roſaline, Livin, Seigneny Valentio, and bi; Coſen Ty balt: Lucie 
and the lively Helena, 


A faire Aﬀembly, whither ſhould they come? 
B 3 Sor. = 
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Ser Vp. 
Re. Whither to ſupper. 
Ser. To our houſe. 
Ro. Whoſe houſe? 
Ser, My Ma iſters. 
/ Ro. Indeede I ſhould haue aske you that before, 
Scr. Now lle tell you without asking. My Maifter is the 
reat rich Cee, & if you be not of the houle of Auer, 
— come and chuſh a cup of wine. Refl you merry, 
Ben. At this ſame auncienr feaſt of Chi 
Sups the faire Reſa line whom thou ſo loues: 
With all the admired beauties of V rena, 
Goe tbither and with vnsttainted eye, a * 
Compare her face with ſome that I ſhall ſhew, 
And I will make thee thinke thy iu an a crow, 
Rs, When tne devout rehgion of mine ere, ; 
Maintaines ſuch falſhood, then curne teares to fire: 
And theſe who often drownd, could never die, 
Tranſparent Heretique- be burnt for liers, 
? One fairer then my love? the all ſeeing Sua 
Neee ſaw her match, fince firft che world begun. 
Ben, Tut, you ſaw her faire none elſe bring by, 
Her ſelſe poyſde with her ſelſe in eythereye: 
But in that Chriftall ſcales let there be waid, 
Your Ladies loue g voſt ſome other maid, 
That Iwill ſhew you ſhiving at this feaſt, 
And ſhe ſhall cant ſh. w well, that now ſhewes beſt. 
Ro. lle goe along i fuch fight to be ſhowue, 
But to reioyce in ſpfeudor ot mine owe. 
Enter Capulers Wife and Norſe. 
Wife, Nurſe wei my daughter? call ber forth to me. 
Nurſe, Now by my maidenbead, at rwelne years old i bad her, 
rome, what Lan b, what Lady -bird, God for bid, 
Wheres thu Cm what lulict. 


Emer lulict. 


Inlict, How now who calls? 
Nur, Tlar mother, 
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Jalil. Madam I m here, what is your will? 

Wife, This is the matter. Nurſe give leave a while, we muſt 
talke in ſecret, Nurſe come backe againe, I have remembred 
me, thou'ſe heare our counſell. Thou knoweſt my daughter's 
of a pretty age. 

Nutſe. Faub I can tell ber Age wnto an houre, 

rife. Shees not fourtcene, 

Nu ſe. Ie lay fourteene of my teeth, e& yet to my teens be it ſpoken, 
1 bane but fonre, ſbeer wet fourteent, 

How long 11 it now 10 Lammas tide? 


Wiſe. A fortnight and odde dayes, 
Nurſe. Ewen er oda, of all daes inthe yeere come Lammas Exe at 


night bl ſhe be fomrterne.Suſan and fbe, God reſt all Chriſtian ſouls, 
were of an age, Well Suſan us with God, ſbes us to good for me. But 
as | ſaid on Lemma Eme at night ſhall ſore bro fonrteens , übe 
ſbe marrie , | remember it well, Tis fines the Earth-guaks now 
elewen yeares,and ſb was weand | nener ſhall forget it; of a the daies 
of the yeare wyon that day: for | bed then laid worme-woed tomy 
dug ſit ing is the Sunne under the Deus houſe wall, My Lord and 
you were them at Mantua, nay dee brare a braine. But a4 | ſaide, 
when ut did taſt the worme- word on the nipple of my Dag ge, and 
felt u biuer, pretty foole , to ſee it teac hic and fallout wh tbe Dag, 


Shake quoth the Dowe- henſe,twas no needle tre to bid mes 7 ? 
and ſince that tame it is a lemen yearer,for then ſbos conld ftand along, 


nay bithroode ſhe cen hive 1n:.me and had all about : for cue 
the day before foe broke her brow, and then my Huſband God be with 
bis ſoule awas ameorty man, tooke vy the chlld, yea qurth bee, doe 
then ſall vos thy fare? thow wilt fall ba k ward when then haſt more 
wit wilt thew not lule? Ae by my hoh dem, the pretty wrerch teſt 
crying, and ſaid |: to ſec o how a left ball come about, | warrant, 
and | ſhall bus a thewjand yeares, I nter ſhould forget it: wilt ben 
not lu'e quot. be? and pretiy ſeole it flinted, and faid J. 

Oli La. Inough of this, I pray thee hol4 thy peace, 

Nutſe Tor Madam , yer Feanmet chuſe but laugh , to thinks it 
ſh.nld lese crying and ſay I: and yet I warrant it bad vpon it brow 4 
pe 44 big 44 a you g Cocky bene a perilo b K, and rt cried 
biuterh. Tea queih my buſband, falil op thy face , them wilt fall 

B 3 
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backwerd when the commeſt to age: wilt thew not Iule? I t 
and ſaid J. 

[ali. And ſtint thou too, Iptay thee Nurſe, ſay I. 

Nut ſe. Pease I hass done : God marks thee too his grace, thew 
waſt the prettieft Babe that ere 1 un, and I might line ts ſee thee 
marryed once. 1 laue mywith. + 

Old La, Marry that marry is the vety Theame 
I came to talke of, tell me daughter Jaliet, 

How ſtands your diſpoſitiovs to be marryed? 

Juli. It is an houre that I dreawe not of. 

Nucſe. An honre, were not I oncly Nurſe, I would ſay thou hadi 
ſacks thy wiſdome from thy tear. 

Old Le, Well thinke of Marriage now, yonger then you 
Here in Verona, Ladies of eſteeme, 

Are made already mothers by my count, 

I was your mother, much ypon theſe yeares 
That you ate now a Maide, thus then in briefe: 
The valiant Paris ſeekes you for his Loue. 

Nurſe, A wan youg Lady, Laay, ſuch a man A all the world, 
Why beer a man » * . 

Old La. Veronar Summer hath not ſuch a flower, 

Nurſe, Nay,hees a flower, in faith 4 very fl. wer. 

Old La. What ſay you, can you loue the Gentleman ? 
This night you ſhall behold him at our Feaſt, 

Read ore the volume of yong Paris face, 

And find delight, writ there with beauties Pen, 
Examine euery ſeuetall liniament, | 

And ſee how one an other lends content : 

And what obſcurde in this faire Volume lyes, 
Find written in the margeant of his eyes. - 
This precious Booke of Loue, this vnbound Louer, 
To beautifie him, onely lackes a Cover. 

The fiſh lives in the Sea, and tis much pride 

For faire without, the faite within to hide : 

That Booke in manies eyes doth ſhare the glorie, 
That in gold clapſes, locks in the golden ſtotie: 
So ſhall you ſhare all that he doth poſſeſſe, 
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By having him, making 2 ſelfe no leſſe. 
Nurſe. No leſſe, nay bigger women grow by men, 
Old La. Speake briefely can you like of Paris loue? 
Int, Ile looke to like, if looking liking move. 
But ne more deepe will I endart myneeye 
Then your conſent giues ſtrength to make it flye. Enter ſerwing, 
Serning. Madam, the gueſts are come, ſupper ſeru'd yp, you 
cald, my yong Lady askt for , the Nurſe curſt in the Pantrie, 
and every thing in extremitie: I muſt hence to waite, I beſeech 
you follow ſtraight. | a 
Ae. We follow thee, las the Countie ſtayes. 
Nurſe. Goe gyrle, ſeeke happie nights to happie dayes. 
Excunt. 
Enter Romeo, Mercurio, Benuolio, viib ſius er fx other 
Markers, Torch-bearers, 
Rane. \Vhat ſhall this ſpeech be ſpoke for our excuſe? 
Or ſhall we on without Apologie ? 
Ben, The date is out of ſuch prolizitie, 
Weele haue no Cupid, hood-winckt with a Skarfe, 
Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of Lath, 
Skating the Ladies like a Crow-keeper, 
But let chem meaſure vs by what they will, 
Weele meaſure them a meaſure and be gone. 
Row, Giue me a Torch, I am not for this ambling, 
Being but heauie I will beate the light. 
Mercn. Nay gentle Namco, we muſt haue you dance, 
Re. Not 1 beleeue me, you haue dancing ſhooes 
With nimble ſoles, I haue a ſoule of lead 
So ſtakes me to the ground I cannot moue. 
Mer. You are a Louer, borrow Cupid: wings, 
And ſore with them aboue s common bound. 
Romeo. | am too ſore enpearced with his ſhaft, . 
To ſoate with his lightfeathers, and ſo bound, 
I cannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe, 
Vader loues heauie burthen doe | ſinke. 
Men. And to ſinke in it ſhould you burthen loue, 
Too great oppreſſion tor a tendet thing, 
Rer.. 
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Remes. Is loue a tender thing ? it is to tough, 
Too rude, too boiſtrous, and it pricks like thorne, 
Mer. It loue be tough with you, be tough with loue 
Ptick loue for pricking, and you beat loue do wne, 
Giue me a caſe to put my viſage in, 
A viſor fora viſot, what cate [ 
What curious eye doth quote deformities: 
Here arc the beetle browes ſhall bluſh tor we. 
Ben, Come knocke and enter, and no ſooner in, 
But eurty man berake him to his legs. 
Ro. A te teh forme, let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the ſencelefle ruſhes with their teeles: 
For 1am proverb'd with a graunſie Ph.le, 
lle be a candle-holder and looke on, 
The game was nete fo faite, and Im dun. 
Mer. Tut, duns the mou e, the Conilablet owne word 
If thou art dnn, weele draw thee from the mire 7 "Jo 
Or ſaue you reverence loue, wherein thou thickeſt 
Vp to the eares, come we burne day-light ho. 
Row, Thats not ſo. 
Mar, 1 meane (ir in delay, 
We waſte our lights in yaine, Lights Lights by day: 
Take our good meaning, for our ludgements (11s, 
Five times in that, ere once in cur fine wits. 
Rom, And we meanc well in going to this Maske, 
But tis no wit to goe. 
Mer. Why may one aske ? 
Rem. I dreampt a Dreame tonight, 
Mer. And ſo did]. 
Kew, Well, what was yours? 
Alcr. That dreamers often lye. 
Re. In bed a ſleepe while they doe dreame things true, 
Mer. O then I fee Queene Mab hath beene with you; 


hee is the Fairis midwite, and ſhee comes in ſhape vo bigger 
then an Agat tone, on the forefinger of an Alderman, drawne 
with a eme of little atomies , over mens noſes as they lie a- 
fleepe:her waggon ſpokes made of leg ſpinners legs:the * 
0 
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of the wings of her traces of the ſmalleft ©pider 
web, her collers of the moon ſunes watry beames, ber whip of 
Crickers bone, the laſh of Philome, her waggooer, a ſmall gray 
coated Gnat, not halfe ſo bigge as a round lutle worme, pricke 
ſrom the lazie finger of a man, Her Chatiot is an emptie Haſel 
nut, made by the Joyner ſquirtell or old Grub, time out a mind, 
the Faries Coach-makers :and in this rate ſhe gallops night by 
night, through louzrs brains, and then they dieame of loue. Ou 
Courtiers knees, that dreame on Curſies ſtrait, ore Lawyers 
fingers who ſtrait dreame oa fees, ore Ladies lips who ſtrait on 
lake dreame , which oft the aogry Mab with blifters plagues, 
becauſe their breath with ſweet int ates tainted are, Sometime 
ſhee gallops ore a Courtiers nole, and then dreames he of ſmel. 
ling out a ſute : and ſomtime comes ſhee with a tithe-pigs tale, 
tickling s Parſons noſe 23 a hes a ſleepe, then he dreames of an- 
other Benefice, Sometime ſhee dnueth ore a ſouldiers necke, 
and then dreames hee of cutting forraine thtoats, of breaches, 
ambuſcados, ſpaniſh blades: Of healths fiue fadome deepe, and 
then anon drums in his eare, at which bee ftarts and wakes, and 
being thus frighted, ſweares a prayer ot two and ſleepes againe: 
this 1s that very Mab that plats the manes of horſes in the 
night: and bakes the Elflocks in foule (luctiſh haires , which 
once vatangled, much misfortune bodes. 
This is the Hag, when Maids lie on their backs, 
That prefles them, and learnes them firtt io beare, 
Making them women of good carriage: 
This is hee. 
Remes. Peace, peace, Mereitis peace, 
Thou talkft of nothing. 
Aferc, True, | talke of dreames: 
Which are the children of an idle braine, 
B-got of nothing but vaine j hantahe: 
Which is as thin ot tubitance as the ayre, 
And more inconſtant then the wind, who wooes 
Euen now the frozen boſome of the North: 
And being ang: ed puffes away from thevce, 
Turning his fide to the W Souch. 
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Ben, This wind you talke of blowes vs from our ſelues, 


Supper is done, and we ſhall come 200 late. 

Ro. I feare too early, for my mind miſgiues, 
Some conſequence yet hanging in the ſtartes, 
Shall bitterly begin his fearefull date 
Wich this nights revels, and expire the terme 
Ot a deſpiſed lite cloſde in my brett : 
By ſome vile forfeit of vntimely death. 
But he that hath the ſtirtage of my courſe, 
Direct my lute; on luſtie Gentlemen. 

Ben, Strike Drum, 

Trey march about the Stage aud Seruingmen come 
forth with Malu. 
Enter Romeo, 

Ser. Wheres Potpan that he helpes not to take away? 
He (hift a Trencher, he ſcrape a Trencher ? 

1. When good manners ſhall lye all in one or two mens 
hands, and they vnwaſhu to. tis a foule thing. x 
Ser. Away with the oy - Nooles, temoue the Court. cubbert, 
looke to the Plate, good thou, ſave mee a piece of Marchpane, 
and as thou loves me, let the Porter let in Suſan Grmaſtone, aud 

Nell, Anthem and Poipan, ; 
2. I Boyreadie, 
Ser. You ace lookt for,and cald for,askt for, and ſought for 
inthe great Chamber, 
3. We cannot be here and there too, chearely boyes, 
Be bri>k awhile, and the longer liuer take all. 
Exqnnt, 
Enter all the gueſt and Gentlewomen 10 the 
Makers, 
1. Caps, Welcome Gentlemen, Ladies that haue their toe? 
Vnplagued with Cornes, will walke about with you: 
Ah my Miltreſſes, which of you all 


Will now denie to dance, ſhe that makes daintie, 

She lle ſweare hath Cornes : am come neae you now ? 
Welcome Gentlemen, | haue ſeene the day 

That I haue worne a Viſor and could tell 
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A whiſpering Tale in a faire Ladies eare : 

Such as would pleaſe: tis gone, tis gone, tis gone, 
Vou ate welcome Gentlemen, come Muſicians play: 
— Muſics player, and they dance, 

A hall, a ball, give roome, und foote it girles, 

More light you Knaves, and turne the Tables vp: 


a 


And quench the fire, the toome is growne too hot. 


Ah firrah, this vnlookt for ſpore comes well : 
Nay fic, nay fit, good Cozin Cnet, 
For you and [ are paſt our dancing dayes: 
How long iſt now ſince laſt your Lite and [ 
Were in a Maske? ; 

2. Caps. Berlady thirtic yeares, 

1, Ca. What man tis not ſo much, tis not ſo much, 
Tis fince the Nuptiall of Lacientio, 
Come Pentycoſt as quickly as it will, 
Some fiue and twentie yeares,and then we maskr. 

2. Caps, Tis more, tis more, his ſonne is elder far : 
His ſonne is thittie. 

1. Caps, Wi l you tell me that ? 
His ſonne was but a Ward two yeares agoe. 

Ro. What Ladie is that which doth in rich the hand 
Of yonder Knight ? 

Ser. I know not fir, 

Ro. O ſhedoth teach the Torches to burne bright : 
It ſeemes ſhe hangs vpon the cheeke of night, 
As atich lewell in an Erhiops eare, 
Beautie too rich for vſe, for earth too deare : 
So ſhewes a ſnowe Dove trooping with Crowes, 
As yonder Lady ore her — : 
The meaſure done, Ile watch her place of land, 
And touching hers,make blefled my rude band. 
Did my heatt loue till now, forſweare it ſiglit, 
For I nere ſaw true beautie till this night. 

Tib, This by his yoyce, ſhould be a Mn. 
Fetch me my Rapier Boy, what dares the ſlave 


Come hether couerd with an antique face, 
C 3 


To 


* 


The moſt Lamentable Ttivedic 
To fleere and ſcorne at our ſolemibigie? « / 
Now by the ſtoche and honour of my kin, 0 
To ſtrike him dead 1 hold it not a fun. 

* Why how now kioknas wherefor dome you op 
7 Voce! this a — oak 


A Villaine thazis hither come in 
To ſcorne aut folemnitie this ni 
Cape. Yong Kues is it. 
Ti6. Tis he, that Villaine Rn. 
C aps. Content thee Coe, let him alone, 
A beares him like port Gentleman: 
And to ſay truth, Dea brags of him, 


To be a vertuous and well 
I would nexfot the weich of all chis Towne, 
— Ange: dt — te 


Therefore be patient, take no nor of -biay, 
It ismy will, which if chow 
Shew a faire preſence, and puc —— 
An ill beſceming ſemblance for a Feaſt, . 
Ti, & Ges when ſuch a Villaine in 8 gueſt, 
Ile not endure him. 
Cm e ſhall be endured. 
What goedman Boy, I ſay be hall gee tos, 
Am I the Mafter here or goe too, 
Youle not endure him, ede weed wy foule, 
Youle make a mutinie among my gueſts; 
You will ers Cock» hoopr, you be hems 
Tib, Why Vocle, tis a 1402 


Caps. Goe 00, goe too. 


Vos ate a ſawcy Boy, iſt ſo indeed? 


This tricke may chance to ſcuth you I know what, 

You muſt contrary me, marry tis time, 

Well ſaid my — ire a Princox, 

Be quiet, or more li t more light for 

Ile make you ) chearely my — 
T5, Patience perforce, with wiltull cboler meeting. 

Makes my fleſb tremble * 


1 will 


J will withdraw but this intrufion ſhall | , 
Now ſeeming ſweet, conneit to biet gal. Fey 
1 Ro, If I prophane with my vn worthleſt hand, 
, m_ — entle —— N 
My lips two ing Pilgrims did readie Hand, 
To — — a tender kiſſe. 
Is. grime you much 
Which devotion (hewes ia * | 
For Saints have that Pilgrims bands doe tuch, 
And palme to palme is holy P kiſſe. 
Ro. Have not Saints lips and hely Palmers too? 


Il. 1 Pilgrim, li muſt vie in prayer. 
Rey — tront. doe what hands doe, 
They pray, (grant thou) lealt faith rurne to 


In. Saints doe not move, though for Prayers ſake, 
Ro. Then moue not while my Prayers effe& I take, 
Thus from my lips, by thine my fin is d. 
Is, Then haue my lips the fin chat they haue tooke, |. 
Ro. Sin from my lips, O treſpaſſe ſweetly vrgde , .- 
Giue me my fin againe. — 
la. You kifle bith booke, 
Nur, Madam your mother craves a word with yen. 
Row. What is her mother? 
Nur. Martie Batcheler, 
Her mother is the Ladie of the houſe, 
And a good Ladie, and x wiſe und vertnous, 
I ourſt her daughter that you talkt withall: 
tell you, be that can lay hold of her, 
Shall baue the chincks. 
Rem. 1» ſhe a (.? 
O deare account! my life is my foes debt. 
Ben, Away, be gone, the ſport is at the beft, 
Rem. I ſo Jene, the more 13 my vneeRt, 
(aps, Nay Gentlemenprepare not ro be gone, 
We have 8 trifliag foo iſh Banquet towards — 
Is it ene ſo? why then I rhanke you all. , 
I chaoke yuu honeſt Geatlemes, good night : 
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More Torches here, come on, then lets to bed. 
Ah firrah, by my fay it waxes late, 
Ile to my reſt, 
Iali. Come hither Narſe, what is yond Gentleman? 
Nwvſ. The ſonne and heire of old Ty beris. 
lau. Whats he that now is going out of the doore ? 
Nurſ. Mattie that | thinke be yong Petracbeo, 
Inli, Whats he that followes here that would net dance? 
Nerſ. I know not, 
. Inli, Goe aske his name, if he be marryed, 
N My gtaue is like to be my wedding bed, 
Narſ/. His name is Romeo, and a M. ge, 
The onely ſonne of your great Enemie. 
luli. My onely Loue ſprung from my onely bate, 
Too early ſeene, vaknowne,#hd knowne too late, 
Prodigious birth of love it is to mee, 
That I muſt love a lothed Enemie. 
Nurſ, Whats tis? what tis ? 
Is, A Rime I learnt even now |, 
Of one I danſt withall, 


| Onecal: within Iuliet. 
7 Neurſ, Anon, anon: 
| Come lets away, the ſtrangers are all gone. 
E xennt, 
Chern. 
Now old deſire doth in his death. bed lye, 
f And yong affection gapes to be his heite, 


That faire for which joue gron de for and would dye, 
With tender Iuliet matcht, ii now not faite. 
Now Rowee is beloued, and loves againe, 
Alike bewitched by the charme of lookes ; 
a But to his ſoe ſuppoſde he muſt complaine, 
9 And ſhe ſte ale loues ſweet bait from fearefull bookes 
| Being held a ſoe, he may not have acceſſe 
. To breath ſuch vowes as Lovers yſe to ſweare, 
Ang ſhe as much in loue, her meanes much lefle, 
To meete her new beloved any where : 
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But paſſion lends them Power, time meants to meete, 
Tempring extremities with extreame (weete, 
Enter Romeo alone 
Row. Can l gue forward when my heart is here, 
Tucue backe dull earth add find thy Center our, 
Ester Renuoho, un Mercutio, 
Ben, Romeo, my Cozen Remes, Romeo, 
Mer, He is wiſe, & on my life hath ſtolne him heme to bed. 
Ben, He tan this way and leapt this Orchard wall. 
Call good Mercniee: "Ip * Rr 
Mer. Nay lle coniure too, | 
Romes, humours, madam, paſſion, louer, 
Appeare thou in the likeneſſe of a ſigh, 
Speake but one time and | am ſatisfied: 
Cry but ay me, pronounce but loue and die, 
Speake to my Goſſip Deu one faire word, 
One nickname for j et pur-blind ſonne and heire 
Yong eAbraham Cupid: he that ſhot ſo true, 
When King (opherna lou'd the Begger-maide, 
He heareth not, he flirreth not, he moueth not, 
The ape is dead, and I muſt coniure him; 
I conivre thee by Roſalie: bright eyes, 
By het high forchegd , and her Scarlet lip, 
By her fine foote, ftraightleg,andquiuering thigh, 
And the demeanes, that th.ce adiacent lie, 
That in thy hkenefſe thou appeare to vs. 
Bes. And if he heare thee thou wilt anger him. 
Mer. This cannot anger him, t would anger him 
To taiſe a ſpirit in his mittreſle circle, 
Ofſome range nature, letting it there ſtand _ 
Till (hee had laide it, and coniured it downe, 
That were ſome ſpight, 
My invocation is faire and honeſt, and in his miſtreſſe name. 
I coniure onely but to taiſe vp him. . 
Ben, Come, he hath hid himſelſe among theſe trees 
To be conſotted with the humerous night: 


Blind is his loue, and beſt befirs the datke. 
Mer. 
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Mer. If lone be blind, lou cannot bit the mar 

Now will he fit vndet a Medler tree, | 

And wiſh his miſtrefſe were chat kindof fraie, - 

As maides call Medless when they laugh alone, 

O Romeo that ſhee were, O that (hee were 

Anopen & catera, and thou 2 Poperin Peare. 

Remes good-night Ile to my Truccle- bed, 

This Field-bed is to cold for me to fleepe, 

Come ſhall we goe? | 
Ben. Goe then, for tis in vaine to ſeeke him here 

That meanes not to be found. Exeum, 
Ro, He icafts at ſcarres that never felt a word, 

Bur ſoft, what light through yonder window breakes ? 

It is the Eaſt, and /wbet is the Sunne. 

Ariſe faire Sunne and kill the envious Moone, 

Who is already ficke and pale with griefe, 

That thou her maide at farre more faire then ſhee : 

Be not her maide fince ſhee is envious, 

Her veſtall liverie is but ſicke and greene, 

And none but fooles doe weare it, caſſ ir off: 

It is my Lady, O it is my love, O that ſhee knew ſhee were, 

Shee ſpeakes yer ſhee ſayes nothing, what of that? 

Her eye diſcourſes, I will anſwere it: 

I am to bold tis not to me ſhee ſpeabes: 

Twe of the faireft ſtarres in all the heauen, 

Having ſome bufines, doe entreat her eyes, 

To twinckle in their fpheres till they returne, 


- Whatif her eyes were there, they in her head, 
The brightnefſe of her cheeke would ſhare thoſe ftarres, 


As day. light doth a lampe, ber eye in heaven, 
Would through the ayrie region ſtreame ſo bright, 
That birds would frog , and thinke it were not night: 
See he ſhee lennes her checke vpon het hand. 
O that I were a gloue vpon that hand, 
That I might touch that cheeke. 

Jak, Ay we 
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Oh ſpeabe againe bright Angell, for thou art 
As glorious to this — head, 
Avis a —_—_— Meſſen 

*Varo the white v es, 


Of Mortals that — — CY gaze on him, 

When he beſtrides the lazic puffing Cloudes, 

And ſayles ypon the boſome of the Ayre. 

Ia. O Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Rome 
Denie thy father and refuſe thy name: 
Or if thou wilt not, be but ſworne my Loue, 
Aud ile no longer be a Capwler. 
Rom. Shall I beate more, or ſhall I ſpeake at this? 
Ia. Tis but thy name that is my Enemie: 

Thou art thy ſelfe,thoygh not a gn 

What's Monntague d it iynor hand nor 

Nor arme nor face, O be ſome other name 

Belon ging to a man, 

What's in a name? that which we call a Roſe, 

By any other word would ſmell as ſweet, 
So Romes would, were he not R cald, 
Retayne that deare perfection which he owes, 
Without that title, Re doffe thy name, 
Aud for thy name which is no part of thee, 
Take all my ſelſe. 

Rs, I take thee at thy word: 
Call me but Loue, and le be new baptizde, 
Hence-forth I neuer will be Rom. 

1ali.\What man art thou, that thus beſcreend in night 
So ſtumbleſt on my counſell? 

Ro, By a name, | know not how to tell thee who Iam, 
My name deare Saint is hatefull to my ſelſe, 
Becauſe it is an Enemy to thee, 

Had Lit written, I would teare the word, 

Iali. My eates haue yet not drunke a hundred words 
Of thy tongues vttering, yet! — = ſound. 
Art thou not Rome, — a Man 

Rom. Neither faire Maide, if eit — de diſlike. 


= | . 
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Is. How cameſt thou hither, tell me, and whereforeg 
The Orchard walls are high and hard co climbe, 
And the place death, — who thou art 
He Ifany of my kinſmen find thee here. | 
Rs. Wich loves light wings did1 ore-perch theſe walls, 
For ſtony limitscannot hold loue out, 
And what loue can doe, that dares lout attempt: 
Therefore thy kinſmen a te no ſtop to me. 
Is. If they doe ſee thee, they will murther thee, 
Ro. Alacke there lies more petill in thine eye, 
Then twenty of their ſwords, lpoke thou but ſweete, 
And I am proofe againſt their tnmity. 


j In. 1 would not for the world they ſaw thee here, 4 
= Rom, I haue nights cloake to hide me from their eyes \ 

if And but thou loue me, let them ſind me hete, 

ö My lite were better ended by their hate, 


f Then death proroged wanting of thy loue. 
| Juli. By whoſe direction foundſt thou out this place? 
Ro, By love that firſt did promp me to enquire, 
He lent me counſell, and I leat him eyes: 
I amno Pylor, yet wert thou as ſarte 1 
As that vaſt ſhore waſht with the fartheſt ſea, 
I ſhould adventure for ſuch marchandiſe 
Inli, Thou knoweit the maske of night is on my face, 
Elſe would a maiden bluſh bepaint my cheeke, 
For that which thou haſt he — me ſpeake te night, 
Faine would I dwell on forme, faine, faine, denie 
What I haue ſpoke, but farewell complement, 
Doeſt thou loue meꝰ I know thou wilt ſay I: 
And I will take thy word, yet ifthou ſwearſt, 
Thou majeft prove falſe , at louers periuries 
N They ſay Jene laughs, oh gentle Romeo, 
If thou doſt love, pronounce it faithfully: 
Or if thou thinkett Iam too quickly wonne, 
le frowpe and be perucrſe, and ſay thee nay, | 
so thou wilt wooe, but elſe not for the world. 
In truth faire Alana us I am too fond: 


hy * Temes and luliet. 


And therefore thou maieſt thinke my behauiour li ght, 
But truſt me Gentleman, lle proue more true, 
Then thoſe that haue more coying to be ſtrange, 
I ſhould haue beene more ſteange, I muſt confeſſe, 
But that thou ouer heardſt ere I was ware 
My true loue paſſion, therefore pardon me, 
And not impute this yeelding to light loue, 
Which the darke night hath ſo diſcovered. 
Rem. Lady, by yonder bleſſed Moone I yew, 
That tips with ſiluer all theſe fruite tree tops. 
Is, O \weare not by the Moone th'inconſtant Moone, 
That monthly changes in her circled orbe, 
E Leaſt that thy love prove likewiſe vatiable. 
\ Rem, What ſhall I ſweare by? 
Inli, Doe not ſwetre at all: 
Or if thou wilt, ſweare by thy gratious ſelfe, 
Which is the God of my Idolatry, 
And lle belceue thee. 
Ro. If my hearts deare loue. 
In, Well doe not ſweare, although Iioy in thee: 
1 Hl haue no ioy of this contract to night, 
It is too raſh, too vnaduiſde, too ſudden, 
Too like the lightaing which doth ceaſe to bee, 
Etre, one can ſay, it lightens, ſweet goed night: 
This bud of loue by Summers ripening breath, 
May proue a beautious flower when next wee meete, 
Goodnight, goodsight, as ſweete repoſe and reſt, 
Come to thy beart, as that within my breit. 
Ro. O wilt thou leaue me ſo vnſatisfied? 
Ja. What ſatisfaRion eanſt thou haue to night? 
Re. Th'exchange of thy loues faithfull yow for mine. 
lu. I gaue thee mine before thou didſt requeſt it: 
And yet I would it were to giue againe, .. 
Re. Wouldſt thou withdraw it, for what purpoſe loue? 
| Is. But to befranke and giue it thee againe, f 
And yet I wiſh but for the thing I haue, 
My bounty is as boundleſſe as the ſea, 
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My loue as deepe,the more I giue to thee 
The more I haue, for both are infinite : 
I heare ſome noyle within, deare Loue adue: 
Anon good Nurſe, ſweet Mauata gus be true: 
Stay bur a little, I will come againe, 

Ro. O bleſſed, bleſſed night, I am afeard 
Being in night, all this is but a dreame, 
Too flattering ſweet to be ſubftantiall, 

In.Three words deate Name, & goodnight indeed, 
If that thy bent of loue be honourable, 
Thy purpoſe Martiage, ſend me word tomorrow, 
By one that ile procure to come to thee, 
Where and what time thou wilt performe the rights 
And all my fortunes at thy foote lle lay, 
And follow thee my Loue throughout the World. Madam. 
I come, anon: but if thou meaneſt not well, 
I doe beſeech thee (by and by I come) Madam, 
To ceaſe thy ſute, and leaue me to my griefe, 
Tomorrow will I ſend. 

Re. So thrive my ſoule. 

Is. A thouſand times good-night. 

Rs. A thouſand times the worſe to want thy ſight, 
Love goes toward love as Schoole-boyes from their Bookes, 
But loue from loue, toward Scbeole with heauie lookes, 

Emer Iuliet ag eine. 

Iu, Hiſt Rewes,hift, O for a Falkners voice, 
To lure this Taſſell gentle backe againe, _ 
Bondage is hoarſe,and may ſpeake aloude, 
Elſe would I teare the Caveſwhere Eccho lyes, 
And make her ayrie tongue more hoarſe, then myne 
With repetition of my Ke. 

Ro. It is my love that cals vpon my name. 
How ſduer ſweet, ſound Lovers tongues by night, 
Like ſoftefl Muſicke to attending cares. 

In, Remes. | 

Rom, My Deere. 

Ind. What a clock to morrow 


of Romeo and Inlict. 
Shall I ſend to thee? 4 


Ro, By the boure of nine, | 
Iali. I will not faile, tis twentie yeares till then, 


haue forgot why I did call thee backe. 

Ro, Let me ſtand here till chou remember ic, 

Jul.. I ſhall forget, to haue thee ſtill Rand there, 
Remembring how I loue thy c 7. 

Re, And Ile ſtill ay, to haue thee ill forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

lub, Tis almoſt morning, I would haue thee gone, 
And yet no farther then a wantons Bird, 
That lets it hop a little from his band, 
Like poore Priſoner in his twiſted gyues. 
And with a ſilken thred plucks it backe againe, 
So loving Iealous of his liberty. 

Row, 1 would I were thy Bird. 

Is, Sweet ſo would I, 
Yet I ſhould kill thee with much cheriſhing : 
Good night, good _ 
Parting is ſuch ſweet ſorrow, 
1 That I ſhall ſay good- night, till it be morrow. 

Ro. Sleepe dwell vpon thine eyes, peace in thy bref, 

Would 1 were ſleepe and peace ſo ſweet to reſt 
Hence will I to my ghoſſly Friers cloſe Cell, 
His helpe to ctaue, and in deart hap to tell. 


Euter Fryer alone with 4 Baſket, 

Fri. The grey eyde morne ſmiles on the frowning night 
Checkring the Eaſſerne Cloudes with Rreakes of light : 
And fleckeld darknefſe like a drunkard reeles, | 
From forth dayes path, and Tita burning wheeles, 5 
Now ere the Sunne ad uance his burning eye, 
The day to cheete, and nights danke dew to dry, 
I muſt vpfill this Ofier Cage of out, 
Wich balefull weeds, and precious iuyced flowers, 
The earth that's natures mother in her Tombe, 
What is her burying Graue, that is her wombe : 
| And 
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And from her womhe children of divers ke 
We ſucking on her naturall boſome find: 

Many for many vertures excellent : 

None but for ſome, and yet all different. 

O mickle is the powerfull grace that lyes 

In Plants, Hearbs, Stones, and their ttue qualities: 
For nought ſo vile, that on the earth doth liue, 

But to the earth ſome ſpeciall good doth giue : 
Nor ought ſo good, but ſtrain d from that faire vſe, 
Reuolts from true birth, ſtumbling on abuſe. 
Vercueit ſelfe-turnes vice being miſ-applyed, 

And vice ſometime by action digũified. 


Euer Romeo. 


Within the Infant rinde of this weake flower 
Poyſon hath reſidence, and Medicine power ! 
For this being ſmelt with that part, cheares each part, 
Being taſted ſlayes all ſences with the heart. 
Two ſuch oppoſed Kings, encampe them ſtill 
In man, as well as hearbes, grace, and rude will: 
And where the wotſer is predominant, 
Full ſoonę the Cauker death egtes vp that plant. 

Rs. Good morrow father. 

Fri. Benedicite, | 
What early tongue ſo ſweet ſaluteth me? 
Yong ſonne,it argues a diſtempered head, 
So ſoone to bid good morrow to thy bed: 
Cate keepes his watch in euery old mans eye, 
And where care lodges, ſleepe will aeuer lye : 
But where vnbruſed youth with vnſtuft braine 
Doth couch his lims, there golden ſleepe doth raigne, 
Therefore thy eatlineſſe doth me aſſure, 
Thou art vptous d with ſome diftemp'rature : 
Or if not ſo, then here I hit it right, 
Our Romeo hath not beene in bed to night, 

Ro, That laſt is true, the ſweeter reſt was mine. 

Fri. God pardon fin, waſt thou with Roſabne? 
| Row, With Roſaline, my ghoſtly father no, 


of Romeo and Fuller.” * 


I hate forgot that name, and that names wo. 
Fri, That's my good ſonne, but where haſt thou beetze then? 
Ro, Ile tell thee ere thou aske it me agen: 

I haue beene feaſting with mine enemie, 

Where on a ſudden one hath wounded me: 

That's by me wounded, both our remedies 

Within thy helpe and holy phyſick lyes: 

I beate no hatred blefſed man: for loe 

My intetceſſion likewiſe ſleads my foe, 
Fri. Be plaine good ſonne and homely in thy drift, 
Ridling Confeſſion, finds but ridling Shrift. 
Rem. Then plainly know my hearts deare loue is ſer 
On the faire laughtet of rich [ apulet : * 
As mine on her, A hers is ſet on mine 
And all combin'd,ſaue what thou muſt combine 
By holy Marriage: when and where, and how, 
We met, we wooed, and made exchange of yow : 
Ile tell thee as we paſſe, but this I pray, 
That thou conſent to marrie vs to day. 
Fri, Holy S. Francis what a change is here? 
Is Reſaline that thou didſt loue ſo deare, 
So ſoone forſaken? yong mens loue then lyes 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 
Jeſu Maris, what a deale of brine 
Hath waſht thy fallow cheekes for Roſaline? 
How much ſalt water throne away in waſte, 
Ta ſeaſon loue that of it doth not raſe. 
The Sun not yet thy ſighes, from Heauen cleares 
Thy old grones yet ring in my ancient cares : . 
Lo here vpon thy cheeke the ſtaine doth fir, 
Of an old teare vhat is not waſht off yer. 

If ere thou walt thy ſelfe, and theſe woes thine, 

Thou and theſe woes, were all for Roſaline, 

And art thou chang'd ? pronounce this ſentence then, 

Womerymay (all, when there's no ſtrength in men, 

Ro. Thou chid'ſt me off for loving Reſalive, 
Fri. For doting,not for louing Pupill mine. 
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Re. And badſt mebury loue. 
Fri. Not in a graue, * 
To lay one in, another out te haue. | 
Re. Ipray thee chide me not, her I loue now 
Doth grace for gtace, and loue for loue allow: 
The other did not ſo. 
Fri. O ſhe knew well, 
Thy loue did read by tote, that could no ſpell: 
But come yong Wauerer, come and goe with me, 
In onereſpeR Ile thy aſſiſtant be: 
For this Alliance may ſo happi e proue, 
To turne your houſholds rancer to pute loue. 
Row. O let vs hence, I ſtand on ſudden haſt. 
Fri, Wiſely and ſlow, they ſtumble that tun faft. 
Ex exnt, 


[4 
Ester Benuolio and Mercutio. 

Mer, Where the Deu le ſhould this Remes be? came hee not 
home to night ? 

Ben, Not to his fathers, I ſpoke with his man. 

Mer, Why that ſame pale hard-hearted wench, that Roſalie 
Torments him ſo, that he will ſure run mad. 4 

Ben, Tibalt, the Kinſman to old (apslet, bath ſent a Letter to 
his fa:hers houſe. N 

Mer. A challenge on my liſe. 

Ben. Romeo will anſwere it 

Mer. Any man that can write may anſwete a Letter. 

Ben, Nay, he will anſwere the Leiters Maſter, how he dares 
being dared. 

Mer. Alas, poore Rec, hee is alteadie dead, ſtab'd with a 
white Wenches blacke Eye, run through the eue with a Loue- 
Song, the very Pinne of his heart, cleft with the blinde Bows 
boyes But-fhaft, and is he a man to encounter Tal? 

Rom. Why, what is Tibet? | | 

Mer. More then Prince of Cars. ' O hee's the couragious 
Captaine of Complements : he fights as you ling Pritk- ſong, 
keepes time, diſtance and proportion, hee refts his mim reſts, 
one two and the third in your boſome : the very ny ns” „ 

| ke 
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ſilke betton, 2 dualiſt, a dualiſt, a Gentleman ofthe very firſt 
houſe of the firſt and ſecond cauſe , ah the immortall Paſſado 
the punto reverſo, the Hay. p 

Zen, The what? 

Mer. The Pox of ſuch antique liſping affecting phanta- 
cies , theſe new tuners of accent: by leſu a very good blade, « 
very tall man, a very good whore, Why is not this a lamegts- 
ble thing grandſit, that wee ſhould be thus afflicted with theſe 
ſtrange fe theſe faſhion-mongers, theſe pardona-mees, wb 
Rand ſo much on the new forme , that they cannot fic at caſe on 
the old bench. O their bones, their bones. | 

Emer Romeo. 

Ben, Here comes Romeo, here comes Name. 

Afer, Without his Roe, like a dryed Hering, O fleſh, fleſh, 
how art thou fiſhifiedꝰno is he for the numbers that Petrarch 
flowed in: Laa to his Lady, was a kitchin wench, mattie ſhee 
had a better loue to berime her: Dido a dowdic, Clropaire 2 
Gipſie, Helten and Hero , hildings and batlots: Tb grey 
eye or ſo, but not to the purpoſe. Signior Remes Bonicur, theres 
a French ſaluation to your frenchſlop : you gaue vs the coun- 

ter feit fairely laſt night. 
Rem. Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit did I 
giue you? 
Aer. the ſlip fir, the (lip, can you not conceiue? 
Romeo, Pardon good Meremtrs,my buſineſſe was great,and 
in ſuch a cafe as mine, a man may ſtraine curteſie. 
Mer, Thats as much as to ſay, ſuch acaſe as yours con- 
ſtraines a man to bow in the hams, 
Remeo, Meaning to cutſie. 
Afer. Thou haſt molt kindly hit it. 
Rem, A moſt curteous expoſition, 
Aker. Nay, I am the very pincke of curteſie: 
Romeo, Pinck for flower, 
Mer. Right, 4 
Remo. Why then is my pump well lawred, 0 
Mer, Sure wit, follow mee this icsft, now till thou haſt 
worne out thy pump, that when w fogle (ole of it is worne, 
the 
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the icaſt may remaine after the wearing, ſoly fingular, + 

Ro. O ſingle ſolde icaft, ſoly ſingular for the ſingleneſſe, 

Mer. Come betweene vs good Bennet, my wits ſaints. 

Ro. Swits and ſours, ſwits and ſpurs, or Ile cry a match, 

Mer. Nay, if our wits run the wild gooſe chaſe, I am done: 
Fot thou hat more ofthe wilde gooſe in one of thy wits, then 
| Taw fuel haue in my whole five, Was I with you there for 
the gooſe? 

R.. hon waſt never with mee for any thing, when thou waſt 
not there for the gooſe, 

Cer. 1 will bite thee by the eate for that ieaſt. 

Ro. Nay good gooſe bite not. 

Mer, Thy wit is avety bittet ſweting, it is xwoſt ſharp ſauce, 

Ro. Ar d ix it not well ſeru d in to a ſweet gooſe ? 

Mer. Oh here's a wit of Cheuerell, that ſtretches from an 
. ynch narrow,to an ell - broad. 

Ro, I firetch it out for that word, broad, which added to the 
gooſe, proues thee farre and wide, a broad gooſe. 

Mer. Why? is not this better now, then groning for Loue, 
now art thou ſociable, now art thou Ke e: now art thou what 
thou art, by att as ell as by Nature , for this driveling love is 
like a great Naturall , that ruas lolling vp and downe to hide 
his bable in a bole. 

Ben, Stop there, (top there, 

Mer. Thou deſiteſt me to ſtop in my tale againſt the haire, 

Ben, T i:ou wouldſelic haue made thy ta e large, 

ter. O thou art deceiu d, l would haue made it ſhort, ſor T 
was come to the whole depth of my tale, and meant indeed to 
occupic the argument no longer. 

Ro. Heres goodly geate. Enter Nurſe and her man, 
Aſayic a ſayle. 

Mev. Two, two, a ſhirt and a ſmocke. 

Nur. Peter: 

Peter. Anon. a - 

Nur. My fan Peter. 

Aer. Good Peter to hide her face, for her fans the faizer face, 
Nur. God ye good morrow Gentlemen. * 
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Mer. God ye goodden faire Gentlewoman. 

Naorvſe, Is it goodden? * 

Mer. Tis no leſſe I tell you, for the bawdy hand of the n 
is now vp on the pricke of noone, 

Nurſe. Out vpou you, what a man are you? 

Ro. One Gendewemi; that God hath made, himſelfe to mar. 

Nee. By my troth it is well ſaide, for himſclſe to marre 
quath a: Gentlemen can any of you tell me where I may finde 
the yong Romeo ? 

Ro, Ican tell you, but young Remes will be older when you 
haue ſound him, then hee was when you ſoughthim : Iam the 
youn geſt of tha: name, for fault of a worle, 

Nerf. You ſay well, 

Mer. Yeais the worſt well, very well tooke, ifaith, wilcly, 
wiſel 

Nauſe. If thou be he fir, Idefire fome confidence with you. 

B.. Shee will endite him to ſome ſupper, 

Mer. Abaud, a baud, abaud. Soho, 

Re. What haſt thou found? 

Mer. No hare fir , vnleſſe a hare fir in a Lenten-pie, that is 
fomerhing ſtale and hoare ere it be ſpent, 

An old hare hoate, and an old hare hoarc is very good meate 
in Lent. 

But a hare that is hore is too much for a ſcore , when it hoarcs 
ere it be ſpent. 

Romeo, will you come to your fathers ? weele to dinner thither. 

Re, Iwill follow you. 

CAMer. Farewell auncient Lady, farewell Lady, Lady, Lady. 

Exennt, 

Nor, I pray you fr, what ſawcie merchant was this that was 
ſo full of his roperie? 

Remre, A Gentleman Nurſe , that loues to hezre himſelfe 
talke, ar d wil! ſpeake more in a minute, then hee will ſtand to 
in a moneth, 

Nur. And a ſpeake any thing againft me, Ne take him down, 
anda were luſticr then be is, ard evrentie ſuch Tacks ? and fl 
cannot, ile finde thoſe that ſha'l + fcaruie knaue, Tam gone 
of bis Gil. flurts, I am none of his ines mates, and thou muſt 
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ſtand by too, and ſuffer euery Knaue to vie mee at his plea- 


ſuic. 

P-t. Iſaw no man vſe you at his pleaſure : if I had, my wes- 
pon mould quickly haue beene out, I warrant you [ dare draw 
allo51e a5 another man, if 1 lee occalion in a good quat tell, and 
the 11w on my fide, > e 

Ne. Now afore God, I am ſo vext , that every part about 
me quer, $kurvic Knauc : pray you ſir a word: and as | told 
you, my yong Lacie bid me envuire you out, what ſhe bid mee 
ſay, 1 vill keepe to my (clte : but hit let me tell yet ye ſhould 
leade her in a Fooles paradiſe, as they tay, it were a very grofle 
kind o bchawiour as they tay : for the Gentlewoman is yong: 
and ther« tore, if you ſhould deale double with her, trucly ic 
ve e an ill ching to be offered to any Gentle woman, and vetie 
cake deal:ng, 

Kem, Nucic, commend me to thy Lady and Miſtris, I proteſt 
yn:o thee, 

Nur. Good heart ,and yfaith I will tell her as much: Lord, 
Lord, ſhe w || be s joyfull woman. 

Rem. What wilt thou tell her Nurſe ?: thou doeſt not marke 
mee? 

Nur. I will tell her fir, ihat you doe ptoteſt, which as 1 take 
it, is Gentlemanhke offer. 

Rom, Bid her deuiſe ſome meanes to come to ſhtiſt this at- 
ternoone, 

And there ſhe ſhall at Fryer Lawrence Cell 
Be ſhrived and married : here is for thy paines. 
Nur. No truly fir not s pendie: 
Rem, Go too, I ſay you ſhall, — 
Near, This afterngone fr, well ſhe ſhall be there. 
Rom. Aod ſtay good Nui ſe behind the Abbey wall, 
Within thi: heure my man ſhall be with th ee, 
And bring thee Cords made like a tackled ſtaite, 
Which ro the high top gallant of my ioy, 
Mu be my Conuoy in the ſecret night. 
Fate well be truftie,and lle quite thy paines: 
Farewell, commesd me to thy Miſtiis. 


of Romieo and Inlier. 


Nur. Now Gad in Heauen bleſſe thee, harke you fir. 
Re, What ſay'ft thou my deare Nurſe ? 
NS. Is your man ſecret, did you nere here ſay , two my 
keepe counſell putting one away. 
Re. Warrant thee my mans as true as ſteele, 
Nur. Well fir, my Miſtreſſe is the ſweeteſt Ladie, Lord 
Lord, When 'twas alittle prating thing. O there is a Noble. 
man in Towne one Paris, that would faine lay Knife aboord:; 
but ſhe good ſoule had as leeue fee a Tode, a very Tode as ſee 
him: I angerer ſometimes , and tell her that Paris is the prope- 
ret man, but Ile warrant you, when I ſay ſo, ſhe lookes as pale 
as any clout in the verſall World, doth not Roſemarie and Re. 
mee begin both with a Letter? 
Reo, I Nurſe, what of that? Both with an R. | 
Nur. A mocker that's the Dogges name. R. is for the no. I 
know it beginnes with ſome other letter, and ſhee hath the 
prettieſt ſeatentious of it, of you and Roſemary, that it would 
doe you good to heare it. 
Kew. Commend me to thy Lady, 
Nor, Ia th ,uland times Peter? 
Pet. Anon. 
Nur, Betore and apace. 
Ex, 
Enter luliet. 
Is. The clocke ſtrooke nine when I did ſend the Nurſe, 
In halfe an houte ſhe promiſed to ieturne, 
Perchance ſhe cannot meete him, thats not ſo : 
Oh ſhe is lame, loves Herau!ds ſhould be thoughts, 
Which ten tines fafter glides then the Sunnes beames, 
Drining b:cke ſhadowes ouer lowring hils: 
Therefore doe nimble pini mn Doves draw love, 
And therefore hath the winde ſwift C wings? 
Now is the Sunne vpon the highmoft hill 
Of this dayes iou-ney, and from nine till twelue, 
Is three long houres, yet ſhe is not come 
Had ſhe atfe&i n- and warme youthfull bloud, 
Sbee would be as ſwiſt in motion as a ball, 


The moſt Lamentable Tragedie 


My words would bandie ber to my ſweet Loue. 
Aud his to me, buc old folkes many taine as they were dead, 
Vaweildie, flow, heauic, and pale as lead. 
Enter Nu le, 

O God ſhe comes, O honey Ne what newes ? 
Haſt theu met with him? tend thy man away. 

Near. Peier ſtay at the gate. 

In, Now good ſwcet MN, O Lord, why look ſt thou ſad? 
Theugi newes, be ſad, yet tell them merrily. 
If good thou ſham'it the Muſick of tweet ne ves, 
By playing it to me, with ſo ſower a face, 

Nur. lama weary, giue me leave a while, 
Fye how my bones ake, what a isunt haue I had? 

Is. I would thou hadſt my bones, and I thy newes: 
Nay come, [ pray thee ſp.ake, good, good Narſe ſpeake. 

Nur. leſu what haſt, can you not (tay a while ? 
Doe you not ſee that I am out of bre»th? 

I», How art thou out of breath, when thou haſt breath 
Te ſay to me, that thou art out of breath ? 
The excuſe tha: thou do ſt make in this delay, 
Is longer then the Tale thou do't excuſe. 
Is thy newes good or bad ? anſwere to that, 
Say either and Ile flay the circumſtance : 
Let me be ſatisfied, iſt good or bad? | 

Nur, Well, you have made a ſimple choice, you know not 
how to chooſe a man: Remee,no not he, though his ſace be bers 
ter then any maus, yet his legge excels all mens, and for a hand 
and a foet and body, though chey bee not to bee talkt on, yet 
they are pall compare : he is not the flower of cuiteſie, but lle 
warrant him as gentle as a Lambe: goe thy wayes Wench, 
ſetue God, What haue you dinde at home? 

[u. No, no, but all this did I know before 
What ſayes he of out Mar:iage, what of that ? 

Nur. Lord, how my head akes, what a head haue I: 
It bcates a, it would fall in tweutie picces. 
My backe a tother fide, a my backe, my backe: 
Beſhrew your hcart for ſeeding me about 
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of Romes and Inlier. 
To catch my death with iaunt ing vp and downe; 
Is, Ifaith I am ſorry that thou art got well. 
Sweet, ſweet, ſweet Narſe, tell me what ſayes my Love ? 
Nur. Y our Louc —— like an honeſt Gentleman, 
And a curteous, and a kind, and a bandſome, 
And I warrant a vertuous, where is your mother? 
In, Wheie is my mother, why, thee is within, where ſhould 
ſhe bee ? 
How odly thou replyeſt : 
Your Loue ſayes like an honeſt Gentleman, 
Where is your Mother ? 
Nur. O Gods Lady deare, 
Are you ſo hot, marry come vp I trow, 
Is this the poultis for my —— bones: 
Hence-torward doe your Meſſages your ſelſe. 
Iu. Here's ſuch a coyle, come what ſayes Rowes ? 
Nur. Haue you got leaue to goe to ſhiift to day? 
1x, 1 haue, 
Nw. Then high you hence to Fryer Lawrence Cell, 
There ſtayes a Hu«band to make you a Wife: 
Now comes the wanton bloud vp in your cheekes, 
They'le be in Scarlet firaight at any newes: 
Hie you to Church, I muſt another way, 
To terch a Ladder by the which your Loue 
Muſt clunbe a Birds-neaft ſoone when it is darke 
I am the Drudge, and toyle in your delight: 
But you {ha!l beate the burthen ſoone at night. 
Goe lle to dinner, hye you tothe Cell. 
Is, Hie to ligh fortune, honeſt Navſe farewell. 
| Extunts 
Enter Frier and Romeo. 
Fri, So ſinile the Heauens vpon this holy AR, 
That after houres, with ſorrow chide vs got. 
Ro, Amen, Amen, but come what ſorrow can, 
It cannot couatetuaile the exchange of ioy 
That one ſhort minute gives me in her ſight: 
Doe thou but cloſe our hands with holy words, 
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be moſt Lamentable Tragedie 
Then loue-devouring death doe what be dare, 
It is enough I may but call her mine. 

Fri. Theſe violent delights have violent ends, 
And in theig tiiumph dye like fite and powder; 
Which as they kifle conſume. The ſweeteſt honey 
Is lochſomagfſ in his owne deliciouſneſſe, 

Aud in the taſte confounds the appetite. 
Therefore loue moderately, long loue dpth ſo, 
Too ſwift, arrives as tardie, as too ſlow. 
Enter Iuliet. 
Here comes the Ladie, Oh ſo light afoot 
Will nere weare out the euerlaſting fling, 
A Lover may beſtride the Goſſamours, 
That idles in the wanton Summer Ayre, 
And yet not fall, ſo light is vanitie. 

1s, Good euen to my ghoſtly Couſeſſot. 

Fri. Roms (hill thanke thee daughter for vs both, 

Ja. As much to him, elſe in his thankes roo much, 

Ro. Ah Inbet, if the meaſure of thy iqy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blazon it, then ſweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour Ayre, and let rich Mufigkes tongue, 
Vnfold the imagin'd happineſſe that bot 
Receiue in either, by this deare encounter, 

Is, Conceit more rich in matter theij in words, 
Brags of his ſubltance, not ef ornament 
They are but Beggers that can count their worth; 
But my true Loue is growne to ſuch exceſſe, 

I cannot ſumme yp ſome of halfe my wealth. 


' Fri. Come, come with me, and we will make ſhort worke, 


For by your leaues you ſhall not ſay alone, 
Till holy Church incorporate two in on 
Exter Mercutio, Benuolion, ad wen. 
Ben, I pray thee good Aderentio lets tetite, 
The day is hot, the 5 abroad : 


And it we meet, we ſhall not ſcape abrawle, for now theſe hot 
dayes, is the mad bloud ſtirring. | 
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of Romeo and Juliet. 

Mev. Thou art like one of theſe fellowes, that when bee en- 
ters the confines of 2 Taverne, claps mee his ſword ypon the 
table, and ſayes, God ſend mee no need of thee: and by the o- 
peration of the ſecond cup. drawes him on the Drawer , when 
indeed there is no need. 

Ben. Am I like ſuch a fellow ? 

Mer, Come, come, thou art as hot a Tacke in thy moode, as 
any in Italic: and »(ſoone moued to bee moodie, and aſſoone 
moodie to be moued. 

Ben, And what too? | . 

Mer. Nay and there were two ſuch , wee ſhould have 
ſhortly, for one would kill the other: thou, why thou wilt 
quarrell with a man that hath a haire more, or a faire leſſe in 
bis beard, then thou haſt : thou wilt quarrell with a man for 
cracking Nuts, hauing Sivotherreaſon, — becauſe thou haſt 
haſell eyes: what eye, but ſuch an eye, would ipie out ſuch a 
quarrel? thy head is as full of quatrels, as an egge is ful of meat, 
and yet thy head hath bcen beaten as addle 83 an egge for quar» 
relling: thou haſt quareld with a man for cufh.g in the ſtreer, 
becaule he hath-wakened thy dog that hath layne afleepe in the 
Sun. Didſt thou not fall out with a taylor for wea ing bis ne 
doublet before Eaſter: with another, for tying bis new ſhooes 
with old band, and yet thou wilt tutot me from quarrelling ? 

Bes. And I were ſo apt to quarrel as thou art, any man ſhy 
buy the ſee · ſimple ef my life, tor an houre and a quarter, 

M.r, The fee-ſimple, O hmple, 

Emer Tibalt, Petruchio, and others, 

Ben, By my head here comes the ( iet. 

Mer, By my heele I care not. 

Tibalt. F. llo me cloſe, for I will ſpeake to them. 
Gentlemen, C:00d-den,s word with one of you. 

Aer, And but one word with one of 1s? couple it with ſorm- 
thing, make it a word and a blow. 

Ti, You ſhall find mee apt inough to that fir, and you will 
give me ( ccaſion. A 


Al. ren. Could you not take ſome occafion without gi» 
uing? 
F N. 
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The moſt Leamentable Tracedie 

Ti. Mercmio thou conſorteſt with Romeo, 

Aer. Conſort, what do'ſt thou make ys Minfirels? and thou 
make Minſtrels of ys, look to heare nothioeg but diſcords, here's 
my Fiddleſticke , heere's that ſhall make you dance zounds 
conſort, 

Ben, We talke herein the publike haupt of men: 
Either withdraw vuto ſome prinate place, 
Or tea ſon coldly of your grieuances : 
Or elſe depart, here all —— on vs. 

Aer. Mens eies were made to looke, gnd let them gaze, 
I will aot budge for no mans pleaſure J. 
Enter Romeo. 

Ti. Well peace be with you fir, here comes my man: 

Mer. But lie be hang d ſir, it he weate your Livery: 
Marry goe beſote to held, hecle be your follower, 
Your Worſhip in that ſenſe may call hin man. 

Ti. Romeo, the loue | beate thee, can afford 
No better terme then this: thou art a Villaine. . 

Ro, Tibali the teaſon that I haue to love thee, 

Doth much excuſe the appertayning rag 
To ſuch a greeting : V. llaine am I none. 
Therefore fate well I ſee thou know ſt me not. | 

Ti, Boy. this ſhall not excule the iniuties 
That thou haft done re therefore turne ad draw. 

Re. I doe proteſt I never injured thee, 
But lc ue thee better then thou canſt deu 
Till thou ſhalt know the reaſon of my 
And ſo good Capeulct, which name Itender 
As deartcly as my owne, be ſatisfied. 

Mer. O calme diſhonoutable, vile 
Ali ucatho carries it away, 

Tibalt, you Rat-catcher, will you walke ? 

Ti. What woulds thou haue with me 

Mer. Good King of Cats, nothing but one of your nine 
liues, that I meane to make bold withall, and as you ſhall 
yle mee hereafter drie beste the reft of the eight. Will jou 
plucke your Sword out of his Pilcher by che cares ? make _ 
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of Romeo Juliet. 


{eaſt mine bee about your cares ere it bee our, 
Ti, 1 am for you. 
Ro, Gentle Mercato, put thy Rapier vp. 
Aer. Come fr your Paſlado. | 
Ro, Draw Benwolze, beate downe their weapons, 
Gentlemen, for ſhame forbeare this outrage, 
T ibalt, Marcutre, che Prince expreſly hat 
Forbid bandying in Verona ſiteets, 
Hold Tei, goud Mcremtio, 
«eAnay Tibalt. 
Aer. I am hurt. 
A plague a both houſes, I am ſped, 
Is he gone and hath nothing ? 
Ben, What art thou hurt? 

Mer. I, I, a ſcratch, a ſcratch, marry tis enough, 
Where is my Page? goe Villaine, fetch a Surgeon, 
Ro, Courage man, the hurt cannot be much, 

Acer. No tis not ſo deepe as 8 Well, nor ſo wide as a Church 
doore, but tis enough, twill ſetue: aske for me to morrow, and 
you ſhall find mee a gtaue man. I am peppered I warrant, for 
this World, a plague a both your houſes, ſounds a dog, a tat, a 
mouſe, at to ſcratch a man to death, a braggart, a rogue, a 
villaine, that fights by the booke of Arithmetick, why the 
deu'le came you betweene vs? I was hurt vader your arme. 
Re. Ithought all for the beſt. 
Mer, Helpe me into ſome houſe Benzohe. 
Or 1 ſhall faint, a plague a both your houſes, 
They haue made wormes meat of me, 
I haue it, and ſoundly to your houſes ——— 
Ro, This Gentleman the Princes neare alice, 
My very friend hath got his mortall buit 
In my tehalfe, my reputation ſtaynd 
With Tibalts ſlaunder, Tibalt that ap houre 
Hath beene my Cozin, O ſweet [uhet, 
Thy beautie hath made me effeminate, 
And in my temper (oftacd valours fieeley 
F 3 Prey 
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Bev, O Romeo, Romeco, brave Md is 
That gallant ſpirit bath aipir d the 2 
Which too vntimely here did ſcorne the (earch, 


Ro, This dayes blacke fate, on moe 
This but begins, the woe ethers muſt end. 
Ben, Here comes the furious Tub alt 

Fe. He gon in triumph and Af, flaine, 
Away to — 5 * lenitie, _ 


And fire and furie, be 
| New Tibalr take the vi — 
' Thatlate thou gaueſt me, for Af 


— but ahttle way aboue our beads, 


g for thine to him . 
e ee 


22 Thou wretched boy thor d Nha hve, 
Fhalt with him hence. 
Ro, This ſhall determine thee. | 
© They fight. Tibak 
Ben. Romeo, wweny, be gone: | 
The Citizens are vp, and Tibelt ſhine 
Stand not amazed, the Prince will thee death, 
If thou ar* taken, hence begone, a 4 
Rs. O, 1 am forrunes foole. | 
Fes, Why doft thou tay ? 4 


Evutey Citi 
vi. Which way ran he that kild A eremie ? 

77, that murtherer, which way raq he ? 
Benn, There lyes that Tibale. | 

Cui. Vp, fir, goe with me: 
charge thr in he Princes nome 
Euter Prince, e 
n waves and all. 

Prom. Where wethe vile — 
. Ben. O noble Prince, I can all; 
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There lyes the man ſlaine by young Ne, 
That flew thy ——— Meremtio, . 
Caps, i, Ta, my Cox, O my brothers child, 
O Prince, O Coin, husband, O the bloud is ſpild * 
Of my deare kinſmaa, Prince, as thou art true, 
For bloud of ours, ſhead bloud of Montage. 
O Cozin, Cozin, nd * 8 
Prim, Bennolio, w is ? 
Ben, Tibalt here ſlaine, whom —8 did Olay, 
X. that ſpoke him faire, bid him bethinke 
How nice the quarrell wes, and vrg'd withall 
Your high diſpleaſure all this vttered. 
With gentle breath, calme looke, knees humbly bowed 
Could not take truce with the yaruly 
Ot T deafe to peace, but that he tiles 
Wich peircing fieele at bold Aferenuwe's breaſt, 
Who all as hot, turnes deadly point to point, 
And with a Martiall ſcorne, with one band beates 
Cold death afide, and with the other ſends 
It back to Tb, whoſe dexteritie 
Retorrs it, N he cryes aloud, | 
Hold friends, friends part, and ſwifter then his tongue, 
His agill arme beates downe their facall poiges, ** 
And twixt them ruſhes, vnderneath whoſe atme, 
An enuious thruſt from Tibels, hit the life 
Of ſtout CMerentio, and then Tibalt fled, 
Bu: by and by comes backe to R, 
Who had but newly entertayn d revenge, 
And roo't they goe like lightning, for ere I 
Could draw to part them, was Tibali laine1 ' 
And as he fell, did Remes turne and fhe, { 
This is the truth. or let Dem die. '4 
4.4, He 13 kinſman to the Adountague, ' 
Affection makes him falſe, he ſpeskes not true : 
Some twentie of them feaught in this blacke ftrife,. 
And all thoſe twentie could but kill one life, | 


I beg for Iuilice, which thou, Plince, mult giue: 
beg for Iutiice, which thou, Prince Toa | 


The moſt Lame 
Romeo ſle Tibals, Romeo raft not liue. 

Prin, Rome (lew him, he flew 
Who now the price of his desre bloud 

Menn. Not Romer Prince, be was 
His fault concludes, but what the Law 
The life of Trbalc. — 

Pris, And for that offence 
Immediately we doe exile him hence: 
I nave an Intereſt in your heorts procee 
My bloud fer your rude brawles doth 
But Ile amerce you with ſo firong a fine, 
That you ſhall all repent the loſſe of mi 
I will be deaſe ro pleading and excuſes, | 
Nor teares, nor prayers ſhall purchaſe out abuſes, 
Therefore vſe none, let Nos hence in haſt, 
Elſe when he is found, that hovre is his left, 
Beate hence this body, and atrend our will, 


Mercy but murders, pardoning thoſe that kill, 


Enter Iuliet alone. | 
ou fiery footed ſeeds, | 


Gallop apace, y 


Towards Phabw lodging, foch a weggoner | * 


As Plaus would whip you to the well, 
And bring in clowdie night immediately, 

Spread thy cloſe curtaine loue- ing 9ight, 
That run-awayes eyes may wincke, and Rowes 
Leape to theſe armes, vntalłt of and vaſeene, 
Lo vers can ſee todoe their amorous rights, 
By their one beauties, ot of love te blind, 
It beſt agrees with night, come ciuill night, 
Thou (Ser ſured matron all inblacke, 

And learne me how to looſe a winning match, 

Plaid for a paire offtainlefſe maiden-houds 

Hood my ynmand bloud baiting in my cheekes, 
Wich thy blacke mantle, till range loue grow bold, 
Thinke true love acted fimple modeftie » 

Come night, come Rems, come thoudey in night, 


For 


As is the night before ſome teftiuall, 


To an impatient child that hath new robes 

And may not weare them, O here comes my Narſe: 
Emer Nurſe with cords, 

that ſpeakes 

But R. name, cakes heavenly eloquence: 

Now Narſe, what newes? what haſt thou Tere, 


And ſhee brings newes and euety ton 


The cords that Res bid thee fetch? 
Nev, I, I, the cords. 


Juliet. Ay me,what newes?why doſt thou wring thy bande: 


For thou wilt lie ypon the wings of ni 
Whiter then ſnow vpon a Ravens backe: 
Come gentle night, come louing black-browd night, 
Giue me my Remo, and when hee ſhall die, . 
Take him and cut him out in little ſtarres, 

And he will make the face ofheauen ſo fine, 

That all the world will be in loue with night, 

And pay no worſhip to the gariſh Sun. 

Ol have bought the manſion of a loue, 

But not poſſeſt ic, and though I am ſold, 

Not yet enioyd, ſo tedious is this day, 


= 


Nor. A wels 5 bees dead, bees dead, 
Y, 


we are yndone, 


We are vadone La 


A lacke the day, hees gone, hees kild, bees dead. 


1s. Can heaven be ſo envious. 
Nav, Romeo can. 


Though heaven cannot. OR, Ne, 
ht it 2. 


Who euer would haue t 


Is. What duell art thou, chat doſt corment me thus? 


This tottute ſhould be toreds in diſmall hel], 
Hach Rewee ſlaine himſelfe ? ſay thou but l, 
ſon oy 


And that bare yowell 1 ſhall 


Then the death-darting eye of 
Tam not l, if there 2 an l, 


Ot thole eyes ſhot, that makes thee anſwere I: 


If he be fine 1. ot ifrot no. 
Btieſe, ſounds, 


etermine my weale or wo, 


| 


T he moſt Lememtable Tragedie 
Nu. Ifawche wound, I ſaw it with mine eyes, 
God ſave che marks, he te on his manly brei, 
A piteous coarſe, a blo ody piteous coat ſe, 
Pale, pal-us aſhes, all WEdwwde in blopd, 
All ia goare blood, I ſounded at the ſight, 


" 


Is, O breake my heart, poore banckrout breake at once, 


To priſon eyes, nete lookt on libertie 
Vile earth to earth teſigue, end motion here, 
And thou and Rees pteſſe one heauie 
Nav. O ia. Tybalt, the belt fri 
O curtceus Tybe/t honeſt Gentleman 
That ever I ſhould liue to ſee thee dead. | 
Is. What forme is this that blowes ſo conttarie? 
Is Lene (laughtred? and is Ty dead? 
My deareſt Cozen, and my dearer Lord, 
Then dreadfull Trumpet ſound the geherall doome, 
For who is liuing, if thoſe two ate gone? 
Nur. Tybal. is goue, and Remeo baniſhed, 
Remes that kild him he is baniſhed, | 
Ialict. O God, did Remes hand ſhed TIA, blood? 


It did, it did, alas the day, it did. 
Nur. O ſerpent heart, hid wubYIowing face. 
Is. Did euer dragon keepe ſo fairg a Cave? 

Be autifull tyrant, fiend angelicall: . | 


Rauenous dove, feathred Rauen, wolviſhauening lambe, 


De ſpiſed ſubſlanct of diuineſt ow: . 
Juſt appeſite to what thou iuflly ſeemiſt, 
A damaed ſ. int, an honourable villaine: 
O Nature , what hadſt thou to doe ia hell, 
W hen thou didſt power the ſpirit of i ficud 
In mortall paradiſe of ſuch ſweer fl 
Was ever booke contayning ſuch vile matter 
So fairely bound? O that deceit ſhould dwell 
In ſuch a gorgeous Pallace. | 

Nr. Theres no truſt, no faith, no honeſſie in men, 
All periurde, all for-[worne, all nzught, all diſſcwblers, 
Ah wheres my man? giue me {ovine Aqua ve? 


— — 
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Theſe 


. 
' of Romeo and laliet. 
Theſe griefes, theſe woes, theſe ſorrowes make me old, 
Shame come to Romeo. 
ls. Bliſtcred be thy tongue 
For ſuch a wiſh, he was not borne to ſhame: n 
Vpon his brow ſhame is aſham d to fit: 
For tis a throne where honour may be crownd 
Sole Monarch of the vniuerſall earth. 
5 O what a beaſt was I to chide at him? * 
Nwur. Will you ſpeske well of him that kild your cozin? 
Is. Shall I ſpeake ill of him that is my husband? 

Ab poore my Lord, what tongue ſhall ſmooth thy name, 

When I thy three houres wife haue mangled it? 

But wherefore villaine didſt thou kill my Cozin? 

That villaine cozin would haue kild my husband: 

Backe fooliſh teares, backe to your natiue ſpring, 

Your tributarie drops belong to woe, 

Which you miſtaking offer vp to ioy, 

My husband liues that Tibalt would haue ſlaine, 

And Tau, dead that would haue ſlaine my husband: 


Some words there was worſer then Tibali death 
That murdered me, I would forget it faine, 
But oh it preſſes to my memory, 
Like damned guilt y deedes to finners minds, 
Tibalt is dead and Romeo baniſhed: 
That baniſhed , that one word baniſhed, * 
Hath ſlaine ten thouſand Tibalts: Talis death 
Was woe inough if it had ended there: 
Or if ſower woe delights in fellowſhip, 
And needly will be wrancke with other griefes, 
Why followed not when ſhe ſaid Talis dead, 
Thy father or thy mother, nay or both, | 
Which moderne Lamentation might have moued, 
But with a reareward following 7ibals; death, 
Romeo is baniſhed to ſpeake that word, 
Is father, mother, Tibalt, Romeo, Inliet, 


All ſlaine, all dead; Remee is baniſhed, 
| G There + 


All this is comfort, wherefore weepe I then: | 


— 


Where is. my — and my mother Na ſe? 
Nur. Weeping and ek balts cre, 


When theirs ate drie, for Remeos baniſh: 
Take vp thoſe cords, poore ropes youſate beguild, 
Roth you and I for Remo is exild: 

H- made y u for a High-way to my bed, 
Bur I a maide, die maiden widdowed. 


Ner. Hie to your chamber, Ile find Remce 
To comfort you, I wot well where he is: 
Harke ye, your Romeo will be heare atjnight, 
Ile to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 
I». O find him, giue this Ring to my true Knight, 
Aad bid him come, to take his latt farewell, 


er | Exit, 
Emer Frier and Romeo. | 
Fri. Romeo come forth. cle thouſ earefull man, * 
Afflicton is enamord of thy parts: © I „ 


And thou att wedded to calamitie. 


Re... Father what newes? What is the Princes doome ». 


What ſorrow craves acquaintine > um 


That I yet know not? 
Fri. Too f.miliar. © 
Is my deare Sonne with ſuch ſowre c mpanie ? 
I bring hee tydings of the Princes dpome, 
Ro. What le ſſe then Doo. nd jibe Princes doome ? 
Fri. A gentler udgement vaniſh from his lips, ; 
Nut bodies death, but bodies baniſhment. 


Ro, He, baniſhment? be mercity ye 61 


| of Romeo and Juliet. 


Be patient, for the world is broad and wide, 
Ro, There is no world without Verona walles, 
But purgatory,torture,hell it ſelſe: 


. —Hence baniſhed, is baniſhe from the world. 


— 


1 And worlds cxile is death, Then baniſhed 


Thou cutſt my head off with a golden Aze, 
And ſmileſt vpon the ſtroke that murders me. 

Fri, O deadly ſinne, O rude vnthankefulneſſe, 
Thy fault our Law cals death, but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part, hath ruſht aſide the Law, 

And turn'd that blacke word death to baniſhmenr. 
This is deate mercie, and thou ſeeſt it nor, 

Ro. 'Tis torture and not mercie, Heaven is here 
Where Ialiet lives and euery Cat and Dogge, 
And little Mouſe, eue ry vnwotthy thin 
Live here in Heauen and may looke on $ 
But Renee may not, Mere validitie, 

More honourable ſtate, mere courtſhip liut} 
In carrion flyes,then Romeo: they may ban 
On the white wonder of deate /ulict: hand, 


— And ſteale immortaltbieffing from her lips, 
Who euen in pure and Veſtall modeſty, 
Still bluſh, as thinking their owne kiſſes ſinne. 
This may flyes doe, when I from this muſt flye: 
Mund ſaytt thou yet, that exile is not death? 


1 


But Romeo may not, he is baniſhed, 


—— — "us 
They are freemen, but I am baniſhed. 


No ſudden meane of death, though nere ſo 
But baniſhgd4o-kill ores Bans 

Freer. the damned vie that word in bell: 
Howling attends it, how haſt thou the heart 
Being a Divine, a ghoſtly Conſeſſor, 


T A ſinne Obloluer, and my Friend proſeſt, 


To mangle me with that word baniſhed? 
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Is death miftearm'd, calling death baniſh:d, 7 


Had(t thou no poy:;on mixt no ſharpe ground Knife, . 


The moſt Lamentable . 


Fri. Thou fond mad man, heate me a litile ſpeake. 

Rs, O thou wilt ipeake againe of baniſhmenc, 5 

Fri. Ile give thee armour to keepe off that word, 
Adverfitics lwWeet milke, Ph;loſophie, 

To comfort thee though thou art baniſhed, 

Re. Yer bamſhed? naog vp Philoſophi 15 
Vnlcfſe Philotophie can make 2 ſaliet, 

Diſplant a Tove, reverie a Princes doome, 
It helpes not, it preuailes not, talke no mgre, 

Fri. O ih-n l ſee, that mad men haue nd eares. 

Re. How ſhould they, when wiſe men haue no eyes. 

Fri. Let me di pute with thee of thy eftate, 

Ro. Thou canſt not ſpeake of that thou dolt not ſeele, 
Wert thou as young as I, /ahet thy love, | 
An houre but mar:1ed, Trbalt murdered, 
Doting like me, and like me baniſhed, 
Then mighteſt thou ſpeake, 
Then mighteſt thou teare thy haire, ® | 
And fall vpon the ground as I doe now, 
Taking the meaſure of an vnmade grave. | 

Nurſe knock | 

Fri. Ariſe, one knocks, good Re hide thy ſelſe, 

Ro, Not I. vnleſſe the breath of heart: ficke groues 
Miſt-like infold me from the ſearch of eyes, 

| . 
Fri. Harke haw they knocke (who's there) Romeo ariſe, 
Thou wilt be taken (ay awhile) ſtand vp. 
Knocke ag aine, 
Run to my ſtudie (by and by) Gods will, | 
What ſimpleneſſe is this: 1 -ome,, I come. 
Kmocke, 
Who krocks ſo hard ? whence come you? what's your will? 
Enter Nurſe. | 

Nur. Let me come in, and you ſhall know my errand z 
I come from Lady /«lrer, 

Fri. Welcome then, | 

Ner. O holy Frier, O tell me hol Rette. 
n a Where“ 


gory 


* - - 
. . 
: 
. 
: 


#f Romeo and Iulict, 
Where's my Ladies Lord, where's Re, 


Fri. There on the ground, 
With his owne teares made drunke. 
Nur. O, he is even in my Miftrefſe caſe, 
Juſt in her caſe, O wofull ſimpathy: 
Pirious predicament, even ſo lyes ſhee, 
Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring, 
Stand vp, and vp, ſtand and you be a man, 
Fot Jeet (ake, tor her ſake riſe and ſtand : 
Why ſhould you fall into ſo deepe an O: 


Kem. Nutſe. 
Nur, Ah fir, ah fir, death's the end of all. 


Rem, Spakeſt thou of lat? how is it with her? 

Doth cor ſhee thinke me an old murtherer, 

Now I haue ſtaynd the child hood of our joy, 

With blood removed, but little from her one 

Where is ſhee ? and how doth ſhee ? and what ſayes 

My conceald Lady to cur canceld love ? | 
Nur, Oh, ſhee ſayes nothing, fir, but weeps and weeps, 

And now fals on her bed, and then tarts vp, 

And Tibalt calls, and then on Remes eryes, 


And then downe falls againe. 
Rom. As if that name ſhot from the deadly leuell of « gun, 


D.d murther her, as that names curſed hand 
Murdred her kinſman. Oh tell me Frier, tell me, 
In what vile part of this Anatomie 7 
Doth my name lodge? Tell me, that I may ſacke 
The hatefull manſion. 

Fri, Hold thy deſperate hand : 
Art thou a man ? thy forme cryes out thou art: 
Thy teares ate woman'ſh, thy wild acts denote | 
The vntesſonable furic of a beaſt : | 
Vaſe: mely woman in a ſeeming man, 
And ill bcſceming beall in ſet ming both, 
Thou haft amaz.'d me. By my holy Order, 
I thought thy di/poſition better remperd., 


AHaſt thou. lane Tut wilt thou yy ſelſe? 35 
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And ſlay thy Lady, that in thy life lyes, 

By doing damned hate pon thy ſelſe? 

Why rayleſt thou on thy birth? the heauen and earthꝰ 
Since birth, and he auen and earth, all three doe meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once wouldil looſe, 
Fie, fie, thou ſhameſt thy ſhape, thy loue thy wit, 
Which like a V ſurer aboundit in all? 

And yſcit none in that true vſe indeed, | 

Which ſhould be decke t ſhape, thy loue, thy wit: 
Thy noble ſhape is but a forme of waxe, 
Di'greſſing frem the valout of a man, | 

Thy deate loue ſworne, but hollow perigrie, 

Killing that loue which thou haſt yowd to cheriſh, 
Thy wit,that ornament, to ſhape and 25 
Mifle-ſhapen in the conduct ot them both: 

Like powder in a skill-lcfſe Souldiers flas ke, 

Is ſet a fire by thine one ignorance, | 

And thou diſmembred with thine ohe defence. 
What, rowſe thee man, thy Juliet is aliue, 

For whoſe deare ſake thou waſt but lately dead. 
There art thou happy, Tibait would killthee, 

But thou ſleweſt 7 1409 there art thou happy. 
The Law that threatned death beco i friend, 
And turnes it to exile, there art thou happie. 

A packe of bleſſings lights vpon thy backe, 
Happineſle courts thee in her beſt array 

But like a misbehau'd and ſullen Wench, 

Thou powers vpon thy fortune and thy lque : 
Take heed, take heed, for ſuch dye miſetable. 
Goe get thee to thy Loue as was decreed, 

Aſcend her Chamber, hence and comfort her : 
But looke thou ſtay not till the witch he ſer, 

For then thou canſt not paſſe to wot 


Where thou ſhalt liue till we can find a time 
To blaze your Marriage, reconcile your friends, 
Beg pardon of the Prince and call thee backe, 
With twentie hundred thouſand times more ox oh 
| en 


of Romes and Iulier. ( 


Then thou went forth in lamenrtation, | 
Goe before Nurſe, commend me to thy Lady, 
And bid her haſten all the houſe to bed, 

1 Which heavie ſorrow makes them apt vnto, 
Romeo is commiag. 

Nw. O Lord, I could haue ſtayd here all the night, 
To heate good counſell, oh what Learaing is : 

, My Lord, lletell my Lady you will come, 

Ro. Doe ſo, and bid my Sweet prepare to chide, 

Nur. Here fir,a Ring ſhe bids me give you fir ; 
Hie you, make hatte, for it growes very late, 

Ro. How well my comfort is teuiu d by this, 

Fri. Goe hence, goodnight, and here ſtands all your ſtate : 
Either be gone before the watch be ſer, 11 
Or by the breake of day diſguis'd from hence, 

Soioutne in Matas, le find out your man, 

And he ſhall ſigniſie from time to time, 

Every good hap to you, that chances here: | 
Giue me thy hand, tis late, farewell, goodnight, fol 

Ro, But that a ioy paſt ioy cal's out on me, | 
It were a grieſe, ſo bricte to part with thee : 


Farewell. 4 
Excunt. | 


Enter old Capulet his Wife and Paris, 
Ca. Things haue ſolne out fir ſo vnluckily, 
That we haue had no time to maue our daughter, 
Leooke you, ſhe lou'd ber Kinſman Tribal dearely, 
And ſo did I, Well we were borne to dye. 
Tis very late, ſhee l not come downe to night: 
I promiſe you, but for your company, 
I would haug peene a bed an houre agoe. 
Paru. T title times of wo, afford no times to woe: 
Madam goodnight,commendme to your daughter. 
La. IV ill, and know her mind carly to morrow, | 
To night ſhe is mewed vp to her heavineſle, 17 
C. Sir Paru, | will make 2 deſperate tender 


Oſ my childes loue:1 chinke ſhe will be tulde. 
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In all reſpects by me: nay more, I doubt it not. 7 
Wife, goe you to her ere — goe to bed, | 


Acquaint her here of my ſonne Pars loue, 
And bid her, marke you me, on wendſday next, 
But ſoft, what day is this ? | | 
Paris. Monday, my Lord, | 
Ca. Monday, ha, ha, well wendſday is too ſpone, 
A thurſday let it be, a thurſday tell her, | 
Shee ſhall be married to this noble Earle: 
Will you be ready ? doe you like this hafte ? | 
Weele keepe no great adoe, a friend or two, 
For harke you, 7*bat being ſlaine ſo late, 
It may be thought we held him careleſly, 
Being our kinſman, if we reuell much: | 
Therefore weele haue ſome halfe a dozen friends, 
And there an end, but what ſay you to Thurſday ? 
Paris, My Lord, I would that thurſday wete to morrow, 
Caps, Well, get you gone, a Thurſday, be it then: 


Goe you to laliet ere you goe to bed, 


1 * 


Prepate her, wife, againſt this wedding day. 
Farewell, my Lord, light to my chamber, ho, 
Afore me, it is ſo very late, that we may call it carly by and by, 
Goodnight. | 
| Exennt, 
Enter Romeo and Iuliet aloft, | 
1s. Wilt thou be gone? It is not yet neare day: 
It was the Nightingale, and not the Larke, | 
That pierſt the fearefull hollow of thine care, | 
Nightly ſhee ſings on yond Pomgranet tree, | 
Beleeue me loue, it was the Nightingale. 
Rom. It was the Larke the Herald of the mbrne, 


No Nightingale; looke loue what envious ſtreakes 


Doe lace the ſeuering clouds in yonder Eaſt: 
Nights candles are burnt out, and iocond 45 
Stands tip toe on the miſtie Mountaynes tops, 
I muſt be gone and liue, or ſtay and die. | 
Ia. Vond light is not day light, Iknow ic f : 
| t 
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Rees and lalict. 

It is ſome Meteor that the Sunne exb ales, 
To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to AH. 
Therefore ſtay yet, thou needſt not to be gone. 

Ro, Let me be tane, let me be put to death, 
I am content. ſo thou wilt haue it ſo, 
Ile ſay you gray is not the mornings eye, 
Tis but the pale reflexe of Canthoas brow. 
Nor that is not the Larke whoſe notes doc beate 
The vaulty heawen ſo high aboue our heads, 
haue more care to ſtay then will to goe : 
Come death and welcome, ait wils it ſo, 
How ift my ſoule, lets talke it is not day. 

Is. It is, it is, hie hence be gone away : 
It is the Larke that fings ſo out of rune, 
Strayning harſh Diſcurds, and ynpleaſing Sharpes. 
Some ſay the Larke makes ſweet Diuiſion. 
This doth not ſo: ſot ſhe deuideth vs, 
Some ſay the Larke and lothed Toad change eyes, 
O now l would they had chang'd voyces too: 
Since arme from atme that voyce doch vs affray, 
Hunting thee hence, with Huntſup re the day, 
O now be gone, more light and light it growes. 

Remeo, Morte light and light, more darke and darke 


our woes. 


Enter Madame and Nurſe. 


Nur. Madam, 


Is, Nutie. 
Nur. Y our Lady Mother is comming to your chamber, 


The day is broke, be mary, tomeghs . 
In, Then window let day in, a let life out. 


Ro, Farewell, ate well. one kiſſe and Ne deſcend. 
In. Art thou gone ſo Loue, Lord, ay husband, friend, 
I muſt heare from thee every day in the houre, | 
For in a minute there are many dayes, -. - f 
O by this count I ſhall be much in yeares, 
Exe | againe behold my Reaveo, 
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Re, Farewell, 

I will omit no oportunitie, | 

That may conuey my greetings loue to thee, | 
Is. O thinkeſt thou we ſhall ever meete againe ? 
Ro. I doubt it not, and all theſe woes ſhall ſerve 

For ſweet diſcourſes in out time to come, 

ü Is, O God I haue an ill diuining ſoule, 
| Me thiakes I ſee thee now, thou art ſo lowe, 

As one dead in the bottome of a Tombe, 

Either my eye · ſight failes, or thou lookeſt pale. 
Rom. And truſt me love, in my eye ſo doe you: 

Dry ſorrow drinkes our bloud, Adue, adue, | 


Exit. 
Is. O Fortune, Fortune, all men call thee fickle, 
If thou art fickle, what doſt thou with him 
That is renowm'd for faith? be fickle Fortune: 
For then I hope thou wilt not keepe bim long, 


But ſend him backe. 
Enter Mother. * 

La. Ho daughter, are you vp? 

Is, Who iſt that cals?ir is my Lady Mother. 
Is ſhe not downe ſo late or vp io early ? 
What vnaccuſtom d cauſe procures her hether ? 

La. Why, how now Jatiet. 

1s. Madam, I am not well. 57 

.. Euermote weeping for your Cozins death ? 
What wile thou waſh him from bis graue with teares ? 
And if thou could'ſt, thou could'ſi not make him live : 
Therefore haue done, ſome grieſeſhewes much of loue, 
But much of griefe,ſhewcs. Hill ſome want of wit, 
| Is. Vet let me weepe, for ſuch a feeling lofſe, 
| La. So ſhall you fecle the loſſe, but not the friend 

Which you weepe for. | 

Is, Feeling ſo the loſſe, | 
I cannot chule but euer weepe the friend. 

La. Well Girle, thou weep'ſt not ſo much ſorhis death, - 


As that the Villaine lives which ſlaughtered him. 


of Romeo and Inlict. - 


Is. What Villaine Madam ? 
La. That ſame Villaine Rewer, 
Is, Villaine, and be be many miles a ſunder: 
God pardon him, I doe with all my heart: 
And yet no man like he, doth gricue my heat. 
La, That is becauſe the Traytor liues. 
Is. I Madam, from the reach of theſe my hands: 
Would none but I might venge my Cozias death. 
La. Ve will haue vengeance for it, feare thou not. 
Then weepe no more, Ile ſend to one in 
Where that ſame baniſht Runnagate doth liue, 
Shall giue him ſuch an accuſtom d dram, 
That he ſhall ſoone keepe 7iba/t companie: 
And then I hope thou wilt be ſacisficd. 
Is. Indeed I neuer hall be ſatisfied 
With Romes, till I bebold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart, ſo for a Kinſman vext: 
Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To beate apoyſon, I would temper it: 
That Remes ſhould vpon receit thereof, 
Soone ſleepe in quiet. O how my heart abbors 
To heare him nam d and cannot come to him. 
To wreake the loue I bore my Coxin, 
Vpon his body that hath ſlaughtere dhim. 
Me, Find thou the meanes, and ile find ſuch a man, 
But now ile tell thee ioyfull tiding Girle, 
Is. And ioy comes well in ſuch a needy time, * 
What are they, I beſeech your Ladiſhip ? | 
Mo. Well, well, thou haſt a carefull father childe. 
One who to put thee from thy be auineſſe, 
Hath ſorted out a ſudden day of ioy, 
That thou expects not, nor I lookt not for. 
Is. Madam in happie time, what day is that? 
Mo, Marrie my childe,carly next Thurſday morne, 
The gallant, yong, and Noble — 
The Countie Pars at Saint Peters Church, 
Shall happly make thee there aioyfull Bride, 
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Is, Now by Saint Peters Church, nd Peter too, 
He ſhall nor make me there a joyful} Bride, : 


] wonder at this haft,that I muſt wed 
Ere he that ſhould be husbane cones to woo: 


I pray you tell my Lord and Father Madam, 


I will not marry yet, and when I doe, I ſweare 
It ſhall be Re, whom you knowl hate 
Rather then Pars, theſe arc newes indeed. 
Ar. Here comes your father,tell him ſo your ſelfe: 
And ſee how be will rake it at your hands, 
Emer Capulet and Nurſe, 
Ca. When the Sun ſets, the Ayre doth drifle deaw, 
But for the Sun. ſet of my Brothers ſonne. 
It taines downe right. 
How now Conduit Girle, what ftill irfreares. 
Evermore ſhowring : In one little body? 
Thou countetſe ts, a Buke, a Ses, 2 Wind: 
Fot thil thy eyes, which I may call the Ses, 
Doe cbbe and flow with testet, the Berke thy body is: 
Sayling in this ſalt floud, the windes thy ſighes, 
Who raging with thy teares and they with them, 
Without a ſudden cahne will over ſer 
Thy tempeſt toſſed body. How naw wile, 
Hane you delivered to her our decree? 
Ls. | fir, but ſhe will none, ſhe giues you thankes, 
I would the Foole weremarryed to her Graue. 
Ca. Soft take me with you, take me with you Wife, 
How will ſhe none? dorh ſhe not giue vs thankes? 
Is ſhe not prone ? doth ſhe nbi count her bleff; 
(Vaworthy as ſhe is) cher we haue wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman :o be het Bridegroome? 
Iu, Not proud, you haue, but thankfull that you have: 
Proud can I never be of what I] hare, 
Bu: thankfulf even for hate, that is meant love, 


Ca, How now, how now,chopt lodgick hat is chis?- 


P-ud and | chanke you, and 1 thanke you not, 


And yet nos proud : Miftris minior you 
Fhaoke me no thankings,nor — . no prouds, 


Bus. 


Romeo and Juliet. 


But fettle your fine loynts gaiaſt Thurſday vent, 
To goe with Pary to Saint Peters Church: 
Or | will dragge thee on a hurdle thither. 
Oat you greene ſickneſſe carrion, out you baggage, 
You tallow face. 
Le. Fie, fie, what are you madde? 
In. Good Father, Ibeſeech you on my knees, 
He:re me with patience, but to ſpeske a ward, 
F.. Hang thee yong baggage, diſobedient wretch, 
I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurſday, 
Or neuer after looke me in the face. 
Speake nor, replie not, doe not anfwere mee. 
My fingers itch, wife, wee ſcarce thought vs bleſt, 
That God had lei. t vs but this one ly child, 
But now [ lee this one igpne too much, 
And that wee have a curſe in having ber: 
Out on her bylding. 
Nur. Godin heauen bleſſe her: 
You ate to blame my Lord to rate her ſo. 
Fa. And why my Lady wiſdome;hold your tongue, 
Good Prudence, (matter with your goſſips, goe, 
Nur. | ſpeske no treaſon, 
Fa. O Godigeden, 
Nw, May not one ſpeske? 
Fa, Peace you mumbling ſoole, 
Vreer your gravitie ore a Gothps bowle, 
For here wee need it nor, 
1. You are roo hot. 
- Fa. Gods bread, it makes mee madde, 
Day, night, houre, ride, time, worke, play, 
Alone, in companie, ſtill my care hath bin 
Jo have her matcht, and having now provided 
A Gentleman of noble parencage, 
Of faire demeanes, yourhfull and nobly allied, 
Stufi (as they ſay) with honourable parts, 
Prop -rtioned as ones thought would wiſh a man, 
Aud then to haue a wretched puling foole, 
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A whining manunet, in her fortunes tender, 
To anſwere, ile not wed, I cannot love; 
I ara too young, I pray you pardon me. 


But and you will not wed, ile pardon you, 


Graze where you will, you ſhall not houſe with mee: 

Looke too'r, thinke on t, I doe not vſe to ieſt. 

Thurſday is neere, lay hand on heart, aduiſe, 

And you be mine, ile giue you to my friend, 

And you be not, hang, begge, ſtarue, dye in the ſtreets, 

For by my ſoule, ile nere acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine ſhall euer doe thee good: 

Truſt coo'r, bethinke you, ile not be forſworne. Exit 
Ialiet. Is there no pittie fitting in the cloudes, 

That ſees into the bottome of my griefe? 

O ſweet my Mother caſt me not away 

Delay this marriage, for a month, a weeke, 

Or if you doe not, make the Bridall bed 

In that dim Monument where Tibali lie i. 
Mo. Talke not to me, for ile not ſpeake a word, 

Doe as thou wilt for I haue done with thee. Exit. 
Iulier, O God, O N#rſe, bow ſhall this be prevented? 

My husband is on earth, my faith in heauen, 

How ſhall that faith teturne againe to earth, 

Valeſſe that husband ſend it me from heauen, 

By leauing carth: comfort me, counſaile me: 

A lacke, a lacke, that heaven ſhould practice ſtratagem: 

Vpon ſo ſoft a ſubiect as my ſelſe. 

What ſaiſt thou, haſt thou not a word of joy? 

Some comfort Nurſe, (nothing, 
Nor, Faith here it is, Naos is baniſhed, and all the world to 

That he dares nere come backe to challenge you: 

Or if he doe, it needs muſt be my ſtealth; 

Then fince the caſe ſo ſtands as now it doth, 

I thinke it beſt you married with the Countie, 

O hees alouely Gentleman: 

Romeo a diſhcleut to him, an Eagle Madam 

Hatch not ſo greene, ſo quicke, ſo faite un eye 


F\ 


of Romeo and Inliet. 


As Park hath, beſhrow vr ve. 
I thinke you ate in this ſecond match, 
For it excels your firft, or if it did nor, 
Your firſt is dead. or twere #3 good ke were, 
As living here and you no vſe of him. 
Js. Speakeſt thou from thy heart? 
Nar, And from my ſoule too, or elſe beſhrew them doth, 
Is, Amen. 
Nur. What? 
Is. Well, thou haſt comforted me maruailous much, 
Goe in, and tell my Lady Iam gone, 
— diſpleaſde my Father, to Lawrence Cell, 


To make conſeſſiod, and to be abſolu'd, 
Nur. Martie L will, and this is wiſely done, Ex, 
Is. Auncient damnation, O moſt wicked fiend, 5 


Is it more ſinne to wiſh me thus forſworne, 
Or to diſpraiſe my Lord with that ſame tongue, 
Which ſhe hath praiſde him with aboue compare, 
So many thouſand times? Goe Counſellor, 
Thou and my boſome henceforth ſhall be twaine: 
Ile to the Frier to know his remedie, 
If all elſe faile, my ſelfe have power to die. * | Zr 
Enter Frier and Connie PI. 

Fri. On Thurſday fir, the time is very ſhort, 

Pa. My father Capalet will haue it ſo, 
And I am nothing ſlow to ſlacke his hafte, 

Fri. You ſay you doe not know the Ladies mind: 
Vneuen is the courſe, Ilike it not. 

Pa. Immoderately ſhe weepes for Talis death, 
And therefore haue 1 little talke of loue, 
For Yeaw ſmiles not in a houſe of teares, 
Now fir, ker fathet counts it dangerous 
That ſhe doth give her ſorrow ſo much ſway: 
And in his wiſedome haſts our marriage, 
To ſtoppe the inundation of her teares. 
Which too much minded by her ſelfe alone, 


May be put from her by ſocietie. | 
Now 


Now doe you know the zeaſbn of thizbalte®! 1 
Fri. 1 would I Roe not why it ſhould beſtowed, 
Looke ſit hete comes the Lady cowards my Cl. 
| Emer, luliet. 
Par. Happily met my Lady and my wife, 
In, That may be fir, when I may be » wife, 
74 That may be mult be Jouve, on Thur ſday next. 
1s, Wat muſt be, ſhall be. 
Fr65. Thats a certayne text. 
Par, Come you to make conſe ſſion to this Father? 
Is. To anſwete that, | (hov 4contefle to you. 
Pa, Doe not denie to him that you loue me, 
Is. 1 will confe ſſe co you that I love him. 
Par. So will ye, Im ſure that you loue me. 
In, If 1 doe fo, it will bee of more price, 
Being ſpoke behind your backe, then co your face. 
Par, Poore ſoule thy face is much abuſd with teares, 
Is, The teares haue got (mall viatprie by that, 
For it was bad enough betore their ipight. 
Pa, Thou wrong it morethen tea es with that report, 
In, That is ſlandet fir, which is a truth, N 
And what I ſpake, I ſpike it to my tace. 
Pa. Thy face is mine, and thou haſt Qruedred it. 
Is, It may be fo, for it is not mine. owe. 
Are you at leaſute holy Father now, 
Or ſhall I come to you — 15 ? 
Fre. My leiſure ſerves me, penhue Daughter now, 
My Lord we mufl iotreate the time alone. 
Pa, GodſIveld, I ſhould difiarbe devotion, 
Islict, on Thurſday early will I rowſe yee, 
Till chen adue, and keepe this holy kid 
Is. O ſhut the doore, and when thou haſt done ſo, 
Come weepe with me; patt hope, paſt care, paſt helpe. 
Fri. O —— — 
It firaines me poſſ the compaſic of my wits, 
Theare thou muſt, and nothiog may prorogue ir, 
On Thurſday next be rharried to this Count i. 


Exi. 


v- 


Is. 
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Things that to heute them told havemnede me rembie, 1 ˖— 


— nm 
— — 


—— Lalit... 
Is. Tell me not Fru that thou heareſt of this, 
Vnlefſe thou tell me how | may prevent it: 
Tf in thy wiſdome thou canſt giue no belpe, 
Doe thou but call my reſolution wiſe, 
And with this Knife, Ile helpe it preſently, 
God ioynd my heart, and A, thou our hands 
And ere this hand by thee to d, ſeald t 
Shall be che Labell ro another deed, 
Or my true heart with trecherous reuolt, 
Turne to another, this ſhall ſlay them both: 
Therefore out of thy long experien it time, 
Giue me ſome preſent counſell, or behold 
Twixt my extremes and me, this bloudy Kaife 
Shall play the Vmpire, arbitrating that, 
Which the commiſſion of thy yeares and are, 
Could to no ifſue of true honour bring: 
Be not ſo long to ſpeake, I long to dye, 
If what thou ſpeak N, fpeake not of remedie. 
Fri, Hold daughter, I doe ſpy a kind of hope, 
Which craves as deſperate an execution, 
As that is deſperate which we would prevent. 
If rather then ro marrie Countic Pari 
Thi u haſt the ſtrength of will coflay thy ſelſe, 
Then is it Iikely thou wile vndettake 
A thing like death to chide away this ſhare, 
That coop'lt withdeath himſelte, to ſcape from it. 
Andit thou dai eſt, Ile give thee remedie. 
Is. Oh bid me lespe, rather then marry Pars, 
Ft om of the battlemevrs of any Tower; 
O walkein theeuiſh yes; ot bid melurke 
Where Serpents are : chaine me with roring Beares 
Or hide me night Charnell houſe, | 
Ore covered quite With dead mens _ boneth, '« 1 4 
Withreekie ſhiokes aud yellow chapleſle ſcul | 7 
Oc bid me goe into a ne made graue 
And hide me with a dead man in his ſhropd. 1 ) 


- The moſt Lementable Tragedie 


A-4T will doe it without feare or doubt, 

To hu- an viiſtayn'd wife to — Loue. 
t. Hold then, goe home. be merrie, giue conſent, 

To marric P: wenſday is to morrow, 

T > morrow night looke that th. u lye alone, 

L*t not thy Norſe lye with thee in thy Chamber: 

T ake thu u this Violl being then in bed, 

And this di: illi. g liquor Jrinke thou off, 

When preſently through all thy veines ſhall runne, 

A cold and d: owhie humour: for no pulie 

Shall keepe his native progrefſe byt ſurceaſe 

N. warmth, ne breath ſh. Il teſſiſie thou hucſt, 

The Rules in thy lips and cheekes ſh il tade 

Too paly aſhes, the eves windowestall : 

Like veath when he ſhurs vp the d of life 

Each pati di priu'd of fup, le goyernmenr, 

Shall itiffe and fta. ke. and cold appente like death, 

Aid in th borrowed likenc fe. of ſhrorke death 


- Thou ſhalt conn ue two and rtie nw es, 


And then awake 3s from a plea (ant ſlec pe. 
Now when the Bridegroome in the'mornirg comes, 
To rowie thee from thy bed, there art thou dead: 
Then as the manner of our Countrey is, 
In thy beſt Robes vncouerd on the Beere, 
Be borne to buriall in thy Kindreds gt aue: 
Thou ſhalt be borne to that ſame ancient vault, 
Wheie all the Kindred of the Caplets lye, 
In the meane time »gainſt thou ſhale awake, 
Shall Lace by my — know our dtift, 
And hither ſhall he come, and he and l 
Will wa:ci#thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Rewes beate thee hence to Mantua, 
And this ſhall free thee from this preſent ſhame, 
V no inconſtant oy nor womaniſh feare, 
Abate thy valour in the act ng it. 

14. Giue me, giue me, O tell me not of feare. 


. Hold get you gone, be rong and proſperous 


— 0 


In 


of Rowen and Inlict. 


In this reſolue, ile ſend a Frier with ſpeed 
To Maize with my Letters to thy Lord. | 
1. Love give me ſtrengih, and fireogth ſhall helpe afford? 
| Farewell deare Father, Ecos. 
Euer Father Capulet, Mother, Nurſe, and Ser- 
ingen, vo er three, 
{ 4. So many gueſts inuite as here are writ, 
Sirrah, goe hire me twentie cunning Coc kes. 
Ser, You ſhall haue none ill fir, tor ile try if they can licke 
the:r finger. 
. How canſt thou try them ſo? 
Ser. Marie fir, tis an ill Cooke that cannot licke his on 
fingers therefore he that cannot licke his fingers goes not with 


me. 

C. Goe be gone. we (hall be much vnſurniſht for this time; 
what is my daughter gone to Frier Lawrence ? 

Nur. | forſooth. | 

Ca. Well he may chance to doe ſome good on her, 
A pecuiſh lelte-will'd Harlorry it is. 

Emer luhet. 

Nor. See where ſhe comes trom (hrife with metrie looke, 

| (. How now my bead-ttrony, where haue you beche gad- 
ding ? 

Is, Where haue learnt to repent the fin 
Of diſobe dient oppoſition, 
To you and your behefts, and am enioyn'd 
By holy Lawrence, to 1all profirate here, 
To begge your pa. don. parden I beſeech you, 
Hencetorward | am c uer ruld by you, 

(Cs, Send tor the Countie, goe tell hin: of this, 
Ile haue this knot knit vp to marrow morning. 

Ie. met the yourbfull Lord at Lawrence Cell, 
And gave Him whai becommed loue l migh”, 
Nut ſti ppig ore the bounds of modeftie, - 

Ca, Wiy I »m glad on't, this is well, Rand vp, 
- This 1s as't ſhould be, let me fee the County: 


I macr.c,goe Hay, and icten him hither, 
; 12 Now 


— 2 


The moſt Lamemable Trug eic 
Now afore God, this reverend holy Fru, 
All our whole Citie is much bound to him, 
1e. Nurſe, will you goe with me igto my Cloſer, 
To helpe me ſort ſuch needfull ornaments, 
As vou thinke fit to furniſh me to motto 
Me, No not till Thurſday, there is time enough, 
Fa. Go Nutſe; goe with her, weele to Church tomorrow, 
| Exc 
A.. We ſhall be ſhort in our proviſion, 
'Tis now nrare night. 
Fa. Tuſh, | will ſtirre about, 
And all things ſhall be v ell, I warrant thee wife : 
Gor thou to It. helpe to deck vp her, 
Ile not to bed to night, let me alone: 
le plav the huſwife for this once, what ho? 
They are all forth, well I will walke my ſelfe 
To '_ountie Peru, to prepare vp him 
Againit to morrow, my heart is wondrous light, 
Suice this ſame wayward Girle is ſo teclaim d. 
Exeam, 
Eurer Iuliet and Nurſe, 
I. Trhofe atryres are beſt, but gentle Narſe 
Tpray thee leaue me to wy ſelſe to night: 
For I haue need of many Oriſons, 
To moue the Heavens to ſmile ypon my ſtate, 
Which well thou knoweft, is croſſe and full of finne. 
Enter Mother, 
Mo. What are you buſie ho? need you my helpe ? 
In, No Madam, we nave culd ſuch neceſſaties 
As are behoofefull for our Rate to morrow : 
So pleaſe you, let me now be leſt alone, 
And let the Narſe this night ſit vp with you, 
For I am ſure, you have your hands full all, 


In this ſo ſudden buſineſſe. 
Me. Goodnight, 5 
Get thee to bed and reſt, for thou haſt need, 
1 * W. d Err. 
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of Romeo and lulies 
- Iu, Farewell, God knowes when we hall meete againe, 
I have a faint cold teare thrills through my yeines 
That almoſt freezes vp the heate of life: F 
7 Ile call them backe againe to comfort me. 
Nur ſe, what ſhould ſhee doe here? 
My diſwall Sceane I needs muſt act alone, 
Come Viall, what if this mixture doe not werke at al? 
Shall 1 be married then to morrow morning? 
No, no, this ſhall !orbid it, lie thou there, 
What if it be a poyſon which the Frier? 
Subtilly bath miniftred, to haue me dead, 
Leaſt in this marriage he ſhould be diſhonourd, 
Becauſe he married me before to N 
I feare it is, and yet me thinks it ſhould not, 
For he hath {till beene tried a holy man, 
How it when Iam laid into the Tombe, . 
I wake before the time that Rane 
Come to te deeme me, theres a fearefull point: 
Shall [ not then be ſliffled in the Vault? 
To whoſe ſoule mouth no healihſome ayte breaths in, 
And there die ſtrangled cre my Remes comes. 
[ Oc if 1liue, is it not vety like, 
The horrible conceir of death and right, 
Together with the terror of the place, 
As iv a Vault, an ancient receptacle, 
© Where for theſe many hundred yeeres the bones 
Of all my buried Aunceftorzare packt, 
Where bloody Tbalt yet but greene in earth, 
Lies feſtring in his ſhrowd, where 3s they ſay, 
At ſome houres in the night, ſpirits reſort: 
Alacke, alacke, is it not like that 1 : 
So early waking, what with loathſome ſmels, 
And ſhrikes like mandrakes torne out of the earth, 
That huing mortalls heating them runne mad. 
Or if I wake, ſhall I not be Frau ht, 
(Invironed with all theſe bidious 1 


And madly play with my forefathers ioynes? 
MW I 3 And 
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And plucke rhe mangled Tibali from his ſhrowde, 
And in this rage, with ſome greac kinſmans bone, 
As with a club daſh out my deſperate brains. 
O ooke, me thinks | ſeen y Cozins Ghoſt, - & 
Secking out Rene that did ſpit his b 
Vpon a Rapiers point: lay TibνꝗẽHay; . 
Romeo, Romeo, Romeo, heres dtinke, I drinke to thee, ' 
Emer Lady of the bowſe and Nurſe, 
La. Hold, take theſe keyes, and fetch more \pices Nurſe. 
Nur. They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paltric. 
Emer old Capuler, 
Ca. Come, ſtir, fir, ſtir, the ſecond Cacke hath crowed, 
The Curphew Bell hs h coung, tis three 2 clocke: 
L ooke to the bakte mcates, good Ac, 
Spare not for coſt. 
Nur, Goe you Cot-quesne, goe, 
Get you to bed, faith youle be ſicke ro morrow 
For this nights watching, 
Cx. No not a whit, whai? I have watchr ere now 
All night for leſſe cauſe, and nete beene ſicke. 
Le, Iyou haue bin a mouſe. hunt in your time, 
But I will watch you from ſuch watching now. 
Exit Ldy and Nurſe. 
Ca. A ieilous hood, a iealous hood now fellow, what is there? 
E nier three or fourewuh ſpur and logs and batkers, 
F. l. Thingsfor the Cooke hr, bur I kno Q no: whar, 
Ce. Make haſt-, make haſte fifrah, fetch drier Logs. 
Call P- ter, he will ſhe w thee where they are. 
Fel. I haue a head fir, that will find out Logs, 
And never tro uble Peter tor the matter. 
Cu, Maſſe and well ſaid, a mertie horſon, ha, 
Thou ſhalt be Logg-rhead; good faith tis day. 
Pley Mruſicke. 
The Co Aue willb bete ch muſicke Araight, 
F or ſo he ſui d he would, I heare him neee. 
Nurſe, wife, what ho «har N#/c1fay? 
Fairs Now . 
f Coe wakcy lala, 80 and um he. VP, 
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of Romeo and Inller; 


ne goe and chat with Pari, hie, make bafte, 
Make 2 the Btidegroome, be is come alteadie, make hafte 
liay. * s 
Nw, Miſtris, what Miftris, Juber, faft I watrant het ſhe, 
Why Lambe, why Ladie, fie you ſluggabed, 
Why Loue | ſay, Madam, ſweet heart, why Bride: 
What not a word, you take your penniworths now, 
Sleepe for a weeke, for the next night I warrant 
The Countie Pars: hath ſet vp his reſt, 
T%1t you ſhall reſt but little, God forgive me. 
Marric and Amen: how ſound is ſhe a fleepe: 
] mutt needs wake her: Madam, Madam, Madarn, 
],\et the Couutie take you in your bed, 
H-ele fright you vp yfaith, will it not be? 
What drelt, and in your clothes, and downe againe ? 
I muſt needs 1ake you, Lady, Lady, Lady. 
Alas, alas, helpe, helpe, my Ladie's dead. 
On weladay, that euer I was borne, 
Some Aqu4-v'ie ho, my Lord, my Lady. 
Mo. What noyſe is heere ? . 
Nur. O lameutable day. 
As, What 1s the matter ? 
Nr. Looke, laoke, ob heauie day. 
M'". O me. O me my child, my onely liſe: 
Reuiue, looke vp, or Iwill dye with «hes : 
* Helpe, belpe, call helpe, 
Ester Father. 
F.. Fo- ſh me bring /#/er forth, her Lord is come. 
Nor. She + dead:deceatt ſhe's dead, alscke the day, 
A. Alack the day,ſhe's dead, ſhe s dead, ſhe s dead. 
Fa. Hab let me ſee her, cut alas ſhe's cold, 
Her bloud is ſetled and her ioynts are ſtiffe: 
Life ad theſe lips hau- long beene ſeparared, 4 
Des“ h lyes on her like an vntime ly fro'tt e 
Vpan the ſweeteſſ lower of all the field. a , Y 
Nr, .\ lamentab'e day, 
As. O wotull time. A 


1 — 
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Fa. Death ibat hath tine her hence to make ne wile, " 


es vp my tongue and will not let me ſpeake, 


Enter Frier and ibe Conniig, nith the Maſitians, 


Fri. Come, is the Bride readie to goe to Church? 
Fa, Ready to goe, but neutr to teturne. 
O ſonne, the night before thy wedding day, 
Hach death laine with thy wife, there ſhe lyes, 
Flower as ſhe was, deflowred by him, 
Death is my ſonne in law, death is my heire, 
My daughter he hath wedded, I will dye, 
And leave him all, life, living, all is deaths, 
Paris. Have I thought Tong to ſee this mornings face, 
And doth it give me ſuch a fight as this ? 
Ao, Accurſt, ynhappy, wretched hateſull day, 
Moſt miſerable houre that ere time ſa 
In laſting labour of his Pilgrimage, 
But one poore one, one poore and Touing childe, 
But one thing to reioyce and ſolace in, 
And cruell death hath catcht it from my ſight. 
Nr. © wo, O wofull, wofull, wotull day, 
Moſt lamentable day, meſ{ woſull day, 
That euer. ever, I did yet bchold, 
O day, O day, O day, O hartfull day, 
Neuer was ſcene fo blacke a day as this, 
O wofull day, O woffll day, 
Pars. Beguild divorced, wronged, ſpigbted, ſlaine, 
Molt deteſtable death, by thee red von; 
By cruell, cruell thee, quite oucrthrowne, 
O loue; O life, nor life, bu; li ue in death. 
Fat. Deſyiſde, diſtreſſed, hared, mattyrd, kild, 
Vocomfortable time, why, cmſt thou now, 
To murther, murther out lemdmtie? 
O child, O child, m ſoule 27d not my child, 
Dead att thou, alacke m cid sdνννẽðꝝ, 
And with my child my te batied, 


Fri, Peace ho for ſhame, con vſions, care lives not 


_JÞ+hele cou ſuſions, Heaven ar. d your idlte 


Flames and 1nlicr. 


Had part in this faire Maid, now Heauen hath all, 
And all the better is it for the Maid: 
Your part in her,you could not keepe from death, 
But Heaven keepes his part in eternall life: 
The moſt you ſought was her promotion, 
For 'twas your Heauen ſhe ſhould be aduanſt, 
And weepe ye now, ſceing ſhe is aduanſt 
Aboue the Cloudes, as high as Heaven it ſelſe. 
O ia this love, you loue your child ſo ill, 
That you run mad, ſeeing that ſhe is well: 
She's not well marryed, that lives marryed long, 
But ſhe's beſt marryed, that dyes marryed yoog, 
Dry vp your teures, and ſticke your Roſemarie 
On this faire Coarſe, and 2s the cuſtome is, 
And in her beſt array beate her to Church: 
For though ſome nature bids vs all lament, 
Vet Natures teares are Reaſons merriment, 
Fa. All things that we ordaiced Feſtiuall, 
Turve from their office to blacke Funerall : 
Our Inſtruments to melancholy Bels, 
Our wedding cbeare to a {ad buriall Feaſt : 
Our ſolemne Hymnes to ſullen Dyrges change: 
Our Bridsll flo wert ſerue for s buried Courſe : 
And all things change them to the contratie. 
Fri. Sir goe you in; and Madam, goe with him, 
And goe fir Pars cuery one prepare 
To follow this faire Coarſe vnto ber grave ; 
The Heauens doe lowre vpon you for ſome ill: 
Moue them no more, by croſſing their high will. 
Fxeunt manent Muſici, 


AMuſi, Faith we may put vp our pipes and be gone, 


Nur. Honeſt good-tcllowes, ah put yp, put vp, 
For well you know, this is a pitrifull caſe. 
Fil. I by my troth, the caſe may be amended. 


E xewnt mne. 


Enter Peter. 


Pet. Muſitions, Oh Muſitions, hatts caſe, harrs caſe, 
K 
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O. and you will haue me liue, play hearts caſe, 
Fidler Why hearts eaſe? 
Peter. O Muſitions, becquſe my hart ir ſelſe plaics , my hart 
is tull of woe 
O play me (ome merry dumpe to comfort me. 
Alinitrels, Not a dump we, tis no time to play now, 
Pet. You will not then? 
Min No. 
Pet. I will then giue it you ſoundly, 
Min. What will you g ue vs? 
Pet, No money on my taith, but the glecke. 
Iwill giue you the Mnſtrell, | 
Min, Then will I giue you the ſerving creature. 
Pet. Then wil I ſay the ſerving creatures dagger on your pate, 
I will carrie no Crochets,ile Re you, ile Fa you do you note me? 
Min, And you Revs, and Fa vs, you note vs, 
2.CM. Pray you put vp your dagger, and put out your wit. 
Peter. Then haue at you with my wit, 
Iwill drie-beate you with an yron wit, & put vp my yron dagger. 
Anſwere me like men. 
When griping griefes the hart doth wound, then muſique, with 
her ſiluer ſound. f | 
Why filuer ſound , why muſicke with her filuer ſound , waht 
ſay you 8 mon Carling? - 
Mm, Mary fir, becauſe filuer hath 2 ſweet ſound, 
Pet, Pratee, what (ay you Hugh Rebick? 
2. AM. | ſay ſiluet ſound, becautc Mufitions ſound for ſiluer. 
Pet. Pratee to, what ſay you lames ſound poſt? A 
3.1, Faith I know not what to ſay. 
Pet, Ol cry you mercy, you are the Singer, 
I will fay for you; it is Muſicke with her ſiluer ſound, 
Becauſe Muſitions haue no Gold for ſounding: 
Then Muficke with her filuer ſound with Peedy belpe doth 
jend redteſſe, | | 
Exit. 


Ain. 
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Min, hers peſiions knave is this ſame? ?? 
M.1/ ang him lacke, come weele in here, tarric for the 
Mourgers, and ſtay dinner. 
Exennt, 
Enter Romeo, | 


Re. If 1 may truſt the flattering truth of ſleepe, 
My dreames preſage ſome joy full newes at hand, 
My boſomes Lord, fits lightly in his throne: 
And all this day an vnaccuſtomd ſpirit, 
Lifts me aboue the ground with cheerefull thought: 
I dreampt my Lady caine and found me dead, 
Strange dreames that giues a dead man leaue to think, 
And breathd ſuch life with kiſſes in my lips, | 
That I reviude and was an Emperor. 
Ah me, how ſweet is loue it ſelſe pofleſt, 
When but loues ſhadowes are ſo richin ioy, 

Euter Romeos man Balthazer. 

Newes from Verena, how now Balthazer? 
Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Frier? 
How doth my Lady, is my father well? 
How doch my Lady ſahrthet I aske againe, 
Fot nothing can be ill. it ſh:e be well. 

Man. Then ſhe is well, and nothing can be ill 
Her body ſleepes in Cape/s monument, 
And her immortall part with Angels lives, 
I ſaw her laid low in her kindteds vault, 
And preſently tooke poſte to tell it you: 
O pardon me for brioging theſe il newes, 
Since you did leaue it for my «hee Sir. 

Ro. Is it cuen (0? then | denie you ſtarres. 
Thou knoweſt my lodging get me inke and paper, - 
And hire poſt horſes, I will hence to night. 

Man, I doe beſcech you ſit, haue patience: 
Yourlookes ate pale and wild, aud = import 
Some miladucncure. = 

Ro. Tuſh thou art deceiu d, | wil '' 


Leaue me, aud doe the thing I bid thee doe. a | 
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The moſt Lementable Tragedie 
Haſſ thou no Letters ro me from the Frier ? 
Mas. No my good Leid. 
Exit, 
Ro, No matter, get thee gone, 
And hyre thoſe Horles, Ile be with thee firaight. 
Well laliet, I will lye with thee to night: 
Lets ſee for meanes, O miſchiefe thou art (wifr, 
To enter in the thoughrs of deſperate men: 
I doeremember an Appothecarie, 
And here abouts a dwels, which late Inoted 
In tattred weeds, with ouer- Whelming browes, 
Culling of Simples, meager were his lookes, 
Sharpe miſetie had worne him to the bones: 
And in his ncedy (hop a Tortoys hung, 
An Allegater ſtuſt, and other skianes 
Of ill ſhap'c fiſhes, and about his ſhelves, 
A beggerly account of emptie boxes, 
Greene earthen pots, bladders and muſtie ſeeds, 
Remnants of packthred, and old Cakes of Roſes 
Were thinly ſcattered, to make yp a ſhew. 
Noting this penury, to my ſelſe I ſaid, 
An if a man did need a poyſon now, 
Whoſe ſale is preſent death in Au, 
Here liues a Caitiffe wretch yrould ſell it him. 
O this ſame thought did but fore - run my need, 
And this ſame necdie man moſt ſell it me. 
As I remember, this ſhould be the houſe, 
Being holy day, the Beggets ſhop is ſhur, 
What ho Apothecarie: | 
eAppo. Who cils ſofowd? 
Rem. Come hither man, I ſee that thou art poore, 
Hold, there is fortie Duckets, let me haue 
A dram of poyſon, ſuch ſoone ſpeeding geare, 
As will diſperſe it ſelfe through all the veines, 
That the life-wearie-taker may fall dead, 
And that the Truncke may be diſcharg'd of breath, 
Az yjolently, as haſtie powder Herd 


— 
em 


Doth 


of Romeo and Inlicr, 
Doth hurry from the farall Canons wombe. 


Poti. Such mortall drugs I haue, bat Afeowwer law 


Is death to any he that vtters them. 

Ro, Art thou ſo bare and full of wretchednefſe, 
And feareſt to die, famine is in thy cheekes, 
Neede and oppreſſion ſtarueth in thy eyes, 
Contempt — beggery hangs vpon thy backe: 
The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law, 
The world affords nolaw to make thee rich; 
Then be not poore, but breake it and take this, 

Po. My pouerty, but not my will conſents. * 
Ro. 1pay thy pouetty and not thy will. 
Pe. Put this in any liquid thing you will, 
And drinke it off, and if you had the ſtrength 
Of twenty men, it would diſpatch you ſtraight. 


Ro. There is thy Gold, wotſe poyſonto mens ſouls, 


Doing more murthers in this losthſome world, 
Then theſe poore compounds that thou mai'ſt not ſell, 
I ſell thee poyſon, thou halt fold me none, 
Farewell, buy foode, and get thy ſelſe in fleſh. 
Come Cordiall and not poyſon, goe with me 
To /wliet; grave, for theremult I vſe thee, 
Exenns 
Enter Frier Tohn r Lawrence. 
Job. Holy Franciſcan Frier, brother, ho, 
Emer Lawrence. 

Law, This ſame ſhould be the voice of Frier Toho, 
Welcome from Mantsa: what ſayes Rowes? 
Or if his mind be writ, give me his Letter. 

Is, Going to find a — brother out, 
One of our order to aſſociate me, a 
Here in this Citie viſiting the ſicke, 
And finding him, the Searchers of the tone, 
SuſpeRing that we both were in a houſe, 
Where the inſectious peſtilence did raigne, 
Seald vp the doores, and would not let vs forth, 
So that may ſpeede to Manny there was flaide, 
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Law, Who bare my Letter then to R? 
lobn, ] cold not fend it, he re it is againe, 
Nor get a Meſſenger to bring it thee, 
So fearefull were they of infe&ion. | 1 
Law. Vnhappie fortune, by my Brother-hood, hy 
The Il ettet was not nice, but full of charge, 
Ot deare import, and the neglecting it, 
May doe much danger: Fryer Jobs goe hence, 
Get me an Iron Crow and bring it ſtraight 
Vato my Cell. 
Exit, 
John Brother lle goe and bring it thee, 
Law. Now muſt Ito the Monument alone, 
Within this three houres will faire Iaet wake, 
Shee wi l beſhrew me much that Remes 
Hath had no notice of theſe accidents: 
But I will write againe to Manns, 
And kee pe her at my Cell till Remes come, 
Poore living Coarſe, clos'd in a dead mans Ren. 
*r. 
Enter Paris and bu Page, 
Par. Give me thy Torch Boy, hence and ſtand aloofe, 
Vet put it our, for I would not ¶ſeene: 
Vader yond yong trees lay thee all along, 
Holding thy eate cloſe to the hollow ground, 
So ſhall no foot vpon the Churchyard tread, 
— looſe, vnfirme with digging vp of Graues, 
But thou ſhalt heare ic, whiſtle then to me, 
As ſignall that thou heareſt ſomething approch, 
Giue me thoſe flowers, doe as I bid thee goe. 
Pag. Iam almoſt afraid to ſtand alone 
Here in the Churchyard, yet I will aduentute. 
* Par. Sweet Flower, with flowers thy Bridall bed I ſtrew, 
O woe, thy Canapie is duit and ſtones, 
Which with ſweet water nightly I will dew, 
Or wanting that, with teares diſſil d by mones ; 
The Obſequies that I for thee will keepe, 


% 
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Nightly 
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of Romeo and lalier. 


Nightly (hall be, to firew thy graue and weepe, 
MY 21 Boy, 

The Boy giues m_— ſomer hing doth approch, 

What curſed ſoot wanders this way to — 

To croſſe my Obſequies and true Loves right ? 

What with a Torch? muffle me night a while, 

Enter Romeo and Balthazer bis mas. 

Ro, Giue me the Mattock and the wrenching Iron. 

Hold take this Letter, early in the morning 

See thou deliver it to my Lord and Father, 

Giue me the light; vpon thy life I charge thee, 

What ere thou heareſt or ſeeſt, and all aloofe, 

And doe not interrupt me in my courſe, 


Why l deſcend into this bed of death, 


Is partly to behold my Ladies face : 
But chiefly to take thence ſrom her dead finger, 
A precious Ring: a Ring thut I muſt vſe, 
In deare employment, therefote hence be gone: 
But if thou jealous doſt returne to pry 
In what I farther ſhall intend to doe, 
By Heauen I will ceare thee ioynt by ioynt, 
And ſtre this hungry Churchyard with thy limmes : 
The time and my intents are ſauage wilde, 
More fierce and more incxorable farre, 
Then emptie Tygers,or the roring Ses. 
Balt, 1 will be gone fir,and not trouble you, 
Ke. So ſhalt thou ſhew me friendſhip, take thou that, 
Live and be proſpetous, and farewell good fellow. 
Balt. For all this ſame, ile hide me here about. 
His lookes I feare, and his intents I doubt. 
Res. Thou deteſtable mawe, thou wombe of death, 
Gorg'd with the deareſt morſell of the earth: 
Thus I enforce thy rotten ia wes to open, 
And in deſpighr ile cram thee with more food. 
Pa. This is that baniſht haughtie Aſonntague, 
That murdted my Lones Cour in; with which griefe, 
Itis ſuppoſed the faire Creature dyed, 
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And here is come to doe ſome villanous ſhame 
To the dead bodies : I will apprebend him, 
Stop thy vnhallo wed toyle, vile Adonwntagne : 
Can vengeance be purſu'd further then deach ? 
Condemned Villaine, Idoe apprehend thee, 
Obey and goe with me, for thou mult dye. 

Re. I muſt indeed, and therefore came I hither, 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a deſperate man, 
Flye hence and leaue me, thinke vpon theſe gone, 
Let them affcight thee, I beſeech thee Youth, 
Put not another ſinne ypon my head, 

By vrging me to furie, O be gone, 

By Heauen | loue thee bettet then my ſelſe, 
For I come hicher atm d againſt my ſelſe: 
Stay not, be gone, liue, and hereafter ſay, 
A mad mans mercie bid thee runne away, 

Par. I doe defie thy commilſeration, 
And apprehend thee for a Fellon here, 

Ro. Wilt thou prouoke me? then haue at thee Boy. 

Page O, Lord, they fight, will goe call the watch. 

Par, O lam ſlaine, if thou be mercifull, 
Open the Tombe, lay me with Ialiet. 

Ro, Ia faith I will, let me peruſe this face, 
CMerento's Kinſman, Noble Countie Pars, 
What ſaid my man, when my betoſſed ſoule 
Did not attend him as we rode? I thinke 
He told me Paris ſhould haue matryed Juliet, 

Said he not ſo ? ot did I dreame it ſo? 

Or am I mad, heating him talke of Juliet, 

To thinke it was ſo? O giue me thy hand, 

One, writ with me in ſowre misfortunes Booke. 
Ile burie thee ina triumphant graue. 

A Graue; Ono, A Lavthorne; flaughered Youth: 
For here lyes /#/ret, and her beutie makes 

This Vault a feaſting preſence full of light. 
Death lye thou there by a dead men jncerd, 

How oft when men are at the point of death, 
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Have they beene merrie? which their — call 
A lightning before death 2 Oh how may | 

Call this a Lightning? O my Loue, my Wife, 
Death that hath ſuckt the Honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet vpon thy beautie: 
Thou art not conquer'd, beauties cnfigne yet 

Is Crimſon in thy lips, and in thy þ ns. 

And Deaths pale flag is not aduanced there, 
Tibalt lyeſt thou there in thy bloudy ſheer ? 

O what more fauour can I doe to thee, 

Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twaine,  _.. 
To ſunder his that was thine enemie ? | | , 
Forgiue me Couzen. Ah deate /uhier. 

Why ert thou yet ſdfaire? I will belecue, 

Shall I beleeve, that vatubRantiall death is amorous? 
And that the leane abhorred Monfter keepes 

Thee here in darke to be his Paramour ? 

For feare of that, I ſtill will ſtay with thee, 

And neuet from this palace of dimme night 

Depart againe; here, here will Iremayne, 

With Wormes that are thy Chambermaydes : O here 
Will I ſet vp my everlaſting reft : 

And ſhake the yoke of inauſpicious ſtatres 

From this World-wearied fleſh, eyes looke your laſt: 
Armes take your laſt embrace: And lips, O you 

The doores of breath, ſeale with a rig $ kiſſe 

A dateleſſe bargaine to ingroſſing death: 

Come bittet conduct, core ynſauouric guide, 

Thou deſperate Pilot, now at once run on 

The daſhing Rockes, thy Sea- ſicke weary Barke. 
Here's to my Loue, O true Apothecary; 

Thy Drugs are quicke. Thus with a kiſſe Idye. 


Euter Frier with Lantherve, Crow and Spade. * 


Fri. Saint Francis be my ſpeed, bow oft to nighe 
Hage my old feet ſlumbled at graues? Who's there ? 
L Batt. 


* 


; 
| * 
i 
: 


Balt, Heres one, a friend, and one that knowes you well. 
Fri, Bliſſe be vpon you. Tell me good my friend 
What torch is yond that vainely lends his light 
To grubs and eyeleſſe ſculles, as | diſcetne, "3 
It burneth in the Capels monun ent. 
Balt, It doth ſo holy fir, and theres my maſter, one that you | 
loue, | 
Fri. Whois ic? 
Balt, Renee. 
Fri. How long hath. he bin there? 
Balt, Full halfe an houre. 
Fri, Goe with me to the Vault. 
Balt. I dare not Sir. 
My Maſter knowes not but I am gone hence, 
And fearefully did menace me with death, 
If I did Ray to looke on his entents. 
Fri, Stay, then ile goe alone, feare comes vpon me. 
O much 1 feare ſome ill vnluckie thing. 
Balt, As | did ſleepe vnder this young tree here, 
I dreampt my maſter and another fought, | 
And that my maſter ſle him. 
Fri. Rem. e. a 
Alacke, alacke, what bloud is this which Raines 
The ſtory entrance of this Sepulchre? 
| What meane theſe maſletleſſe and goarie ſwords 
| To lie diſcolour'd by this place of peace? 

Romeo, oh pale: who elſe, what Pari: too? 

And ſleept in bloud? ah what an vnkind hovure 

Is guilt e of this lamentable chance? 
| The Lady flirt. 
| leli. O comfortable Frier, where is my Lord 

I doe remember well where I ſhould be: 

And there I am, where is my Romeo? 
| Fri. Theare ſome noyſe Lady, come from that neſt 
| Of death, contagion,and vnnaturall ſleepe; 
| A greater power then we can contradict } 
| Hath thwarted out intents, come, come aWay, 
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of Rome and luliet. 
Thy huiband in thy boſome there lies dead: 


And Pu too, come ile diſpoſe of thee, 

Among a Siſter-hood ofholy Nunues: 

Stay not to queſtion, for the watch is comming, 

Come, goe good laliet, I dare no longer ſtay. 

Era. 

Inli, Goe get thee hence, ſar I will not away, 

Whats here? a cup cloſd in my true loues hand? 

Poy ſon I ſee hathbeene his timeleſſe end: 

O churle, drinke all, and left no friendly drop, 

To helpe me after, I will kiſſe thy lips, 

Happly ſome poyſon yet doth hang on them, 

To make me die with a teſtoratiue. 

Thy lips are warme. 


Enter Boy and Watch, 


Watch. Leade boy, which way? 
lali. Yea noiſe? then ile be briefe, O happy dagger. 
This is thy ſheath, there ruſt and let me die. 
Boy, This is the place, there where the torch doth burne. 
Watch, The ground is bloody, ſearch about the Churchyar& 
Goe ſome of you, who ere you had, attach. 
Pittifull ſight, here lies the Countie ſlaine, 
And Juliet bleeding, warme, and newly dead: 
Who here hath laine theſe two dayes buried, 
Goe tell the Prince, runne to the Cet. 
Raiſe vp the Aſoantagues, ſome others ſearch, ' 
We ſee the ground whereon theſe woes doe lye, 
But the true ground of all theſe piteous woes, 
We cannot without circumſtance deſcry, 


Enter Romeos mas. 


Watch, Heres Kurer man, we found him in the 
C biefe Watch, Hold him in ſafety, till the Prince come hither, 


Exter Frier, and another Watchman, 
3-Þatch, Here is a Frier that trembles, ſighes, and weepes. 
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We tooke this Mattocke and this Spade from him, 
As he was comming from this Churchyard fide, 
Chiefe Watch, A great ſnſpition, ſtay the Frier too, too. 
Enter the Prince, 
Prin, What mifaduentare is ſo early vp, 
That cals our perſon from our mornings rel ? 
Ertiy Capolet and bi wife, , 
Ca. What ſhould it be that they ſo ſhrike 2broad ? 
Wife, O thepeople in the freer cry Nemco, 
Some Juliet, and ſome Paris, and all runne 
With open out · cry to ward our Monument. 
Prin. What feare is this which ftartles in youreares ? 
Watch, Souereigne, here lyes the Countie Paris ſlaine, 
| And Romeo dead, and Ialiet dead before, | 
Warme and new kild, 
Prin. Search,ſceke and know how this foule murder comes, 
E-* 5 Watch, Here is a Frier, and flavghtred Romer man, 
| With Infiruments ypon them fit to open 
| Theſe dead mens Tombes. 
Cap. O Heauen ! O Wife! looke how our Daughter bleeds | 
This Dagger hath miftane,for loe his houſe, 
Is emptie on the backe of Alonntayve, 
And is miſheath'd in ary Daughters boſome. 
"#1, O me, this fight of death, is 2s a Bell 
That warnes my old ↄge to a Sepulcher, 
| Enter Mountague, 
Prin, Come Moant age, for the u art early vp 
To ſee thy ſonne and hene, now early downe. 
| Mon, Alas, my Liege, my wiſe is dead to night, 
| _ | Griefe of my ſonnes exile hath ſſopt her breath, 
| | What further woe conſpites again(t wy age? 
Prin. Looke and thou ſhalt ſee, 
Mr#n, O thou yntzughr, vehac manners is in this, 
Fo preſſt before thy father to a grave ? 
Prin, Seile vp themencth of out-rage for a while, 
Till we can cleerc theſe ambiguities, 
Andkoow their ſpring, their head thei: true deſcent, 
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Romeo and ſullet. 


And then will I be Generall of your woes, 
And lead youeuen to death : meane time forbeare, 
And let miſchance be ſlaue to patience, 
Bring forth the parties of ſuſpition, 
Fri. I am the greateſt, able to doe leaft, 
Vet moſt ſuſpected as the time and place 
Doth make againſt me of this direſull murther: 
And heare I ſtand both to impeach and purge 
My ſelfe condemned, and my ſelfe excuſde. 
Prin. Then ſay at once what thou doſt know in this? 
Frier. will be briefe, for my ſhort date of breath 
Is not ſo long avis a tedious Tale. 
Romeothere dead, was Hus band to that Jae, 
And ſhe there dead, that Reer faithfull wife ; 
I married them, and their ſtolne marriage day 
Was Tiba doomeſday, whoſe vntimely death, 
Baniſh't the new-made Bridegroome from this Citie, 
For whom, and not for Tibalt, Juliet pin d. 
You, to temoue that ſiege of griefe from her, 
Betroth'd and would haue married her perforce, 
To Countie Paris, Then comes ſhe to me, 
And with wild lookes bid me deviſe ſome meanes 
To rid her from this ſecond Marriage : 
Or in my Cell there would ſhe kill her ſelfe, 
Ihen gave I her (ſo tuterd by my art) 
A ſleeping potion, which ſo toołe effect 
As I intended, for it wrought on her 
The forme of death, meane time I writ to Nee 
That he ſhould hither come 3s this dire night, 
To helpe to take her from her borrowed grave, 
Reing the time the potions force ſhould ceaſe, 
But he which bore my Letter, Ftier /o#», 
Was (tayed by accident, and yeſternight 
Returned my Letter backe, then all alone 
At the prefixed houre of her waking, 
Came l to take her trom her Kindreds Vault, 


Meaning to keepe het cloſely at my Cell, 


Till 
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Till I conveniently could ſend to Nee. 
But when I came ſome minute ere the time 
Of her aw: king, here vntimely lay, | 
The noble Paris, nnd true Rems dead. 
She wakes, and I intreated her come forth 
And beare this worke of Heauen with patience: 
But then a noyſe did (care me from the Tombe, 
And ſhe too deſperate would not goe with me: 
But as it ſeemes, did violence on her ſelſe. 
All this I know,and to the Mariage her Narſe is privy: 
And if ought in this miſcarryed by my fault, 
Let myold life be ſacrific'd ſome houre before the time, 
Vnto the rigour of ſeuereſt Law. 
| Prim, We ſtill have knowne thee for a holy mad, 
Where's Romeo; man ? what can he ſay to this? 
Balth, I brought my Maſter newes of /nher; death, 
And then in polt he came from Masta, 
To this ſame place. To this ſame Monument 1 
This letter he early bid me giue his Father, 
And threatned me with death, going in the Vault, 
If I departed not, and left him there. | 
Prin, Giue me the Letter, I will looke on it. 
Where is the Counties Page that rais'd the watch? 
Sirrah what made your Maſter in this place? 
_ came with flowers to ſtre bis Ladies grave, 
And bid me ſtand aloofe, and (ol did, 
Anon comes one with light to ope the Tombe, 
Andbyand by my Maſter drew on him, 
| And then Iran away to call the watch. 
| Prin, This Letter doth make good the Friers words, 
Their courſe of Love the tidings ofher death, 
And here he writes that he did buy a poyſon 
Of a poore Pothecarie, and there withall, 
| Came to this Vault, to dye and lye with iet. 
Where be theſe enemies? Capulet, Monntague? 
Sce what a ſcourge is laid ypon your hate? 
That Heaven finds meanes to kill your ioyes with loue, 


And 
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And I for winking at your diſcords too, 
Haue loſt a braſe of Kinſmen, all are puniſht. 

Cap, O brother Aountagee, giue me thy hand, 
This is my daughters ioynture, 7 no mere 
Can I demand. 

AMonn, Bur I can giue thee more, 
For I will rayſe her ſtatue in pure gold, 
That whiles Deren by that name is knaowne, 
There ſhall no figure at that rate be ſer, 
As that of truc and faithfull /x{ver. 

Cap. As rich ſhall Re by his Ladies lie, 
Peore Sacrifices of our enmitie, 

Prin, A glooming peace this morning with it brings, 

The Sun for ſorrow will not ſhew his head : 
Goe hence to haue more talke of theſe ſad things. 
Some ſhall be pardoned, and ſome puniſhed, 1 
For never was a Storie of more woe, 
Then this of /aliet and her Renee. | 


FINIS. 


